^  1 

U*2j 

jfi 

l  I 

Si 

[Hi  * 

P 

~  4#< 

Wm  »  «  «  W 
ffft  *  M  ^ 

frur 

j 

id 

*mm 

TT  ^  >  t 

*  Li^ 

**  * 

l  . 

h  -  *  ' 

>  n 

j. 

Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2018  with  funding  from 
The  Study 


https://archive.org/details/studytrillium1980stud 


THE  STUDY 

WESTMOUNT 


FOUNDED  1915.  INCORPORATED  BY  ACT  OF  THE  QUEBEC  LEG¬ 
ISLATURE  FOR  ELEMENTARY  AND  HIGHER  EDUCATION  OF  GIRLS 
UNDER  A  BOARD  OF  GOVERNORS.  HAS  BEEN  IN  THE  PRESENT 
BUILDING  AT  NO.  1  BRAESIDE  SINCE  APRIL,  1960. 


Headmistress 

Mrs.  Haldane  Scott,  B.A.,  M.A.T 

Vice-Principal 

Miss  Charlotte  Foster,  B.A. 

The  Board  of  Governors 

Chairman 

Mrs.  T.R.  Dalglish 

Vice-Chairman 

Mr.  David  Gregory 

Honorary  Treasurer 

Mr.  Ian  Soutar 

Honorary  Secretary 

Mrs.  P.F.  Dingle 

Members 

Mrs.  J.B.  Carrique 
Mr.  John  Hallward 
Mr.  Michael  Hayes 
Mr.  Roy  Heenan 

Mrs.  J.R.  Waterston 

Secretary-Treasurer 

Miss  Ellen  Goode 

Registrar 

Miss  Judith  Rees 

Headmistress’  Report 

1980  -  In  our  base-ten  oriented  world  there  seems  always  to  be  a  new  magic  possible 
when  we  embark  on  a  new  decade.  Having  marked  off  ten  years  plus  one  on  our  ten 
fingers  since  some  in  this  year’s  “Class  of  ’80”  opened  the  first  Study  Kindergarten,  we 
are  now  at  the  beginning  of  a  new  Ten.  When,  this  September  1980,  the  school  generation 
of  the  Class  of  1992  begins  in  the  Kindergarten  room  of  Number  Five  Braeside,  the  Class 
of  1980  begins  their  pursuit  of  a  life-style  for  their  adult  years.  May  the  power  of  the  new 
magic  of  a  new  decade  bring  them  all  -  and  all  others  in  between  -  happiness  in  wisdom 
and  fulfillment. 
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STAFF  1980 


ABOVE: 

Mrs.  Ewing 
Mrs.  Cooke 
Mrs.  Lennard 
Mrs.  Scott 

LEFT: 

Mr.  Hamilton 
Mrs.  Cross 
Mrs.  Ronsley 
Miss  Girard 
Ms.  Biggs 
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RIGHT: 

Mrs.  Balfour 
Mrs.  Vivian 
Mrs.  Bottenberg 
MissTedeschi 
Mrs.  Wright 
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ABOVE: 

Mr.  Tomczyk 
Mrs.  Johnston 
Ms.  Pappius 
Mrs.  Finley 
Mrs.  Allan 


ABOVE: 

Mme.  Kebedgy 
Mme.  Jasmin 
Mme.  Glorieux 
Mme.  Looten 


Many  Thanks! 


FROM  LEFT: 
Miss  Rees 
Mrs.  Reid 
Miss  Goode 
Miss  Shahan 


Mr.  Trenholm 


BACK  ROW:  Mrs.  Somerville,  Mrs.  Allen,  Mrs.  Kerr. 
SEATED:  Mrs.  McDonald,  Mrs.  Buckberrough. 
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“I’m  so  glad  we  had  this  time  together 
Just  to  have  a  laugh  or  sing  a  song 
Seems  we  just  get  started  and  before  you  know  it 
Comes  the  time  we  have  to  say  so  long.” 

Carol  Burnett 


CAROL  TURNER  ’68- ’80 


“Silence  is  the  science  of  the  times  that  stay,  and  yet  we  use  whole  paragraphs  to  say 
what  saying  nothing  could  have  spoken  better.” 

Rob  McKuen 

“Carolie”,  after  living  through  twelve  years  at  The  Study  (an  accomplishment  in  itself), 
has  finally  received  her  sentence:  one  year  of  being  head  girl.  This  means  more  than 
prestige.  It  implies  negotiations  with  Mrs.  Scott,  developing  gargantuan  vocal  chords, 
and  practically  boarding  at  the  school.  She  has  to  put  up  with  bad  hours,  but  the  pay  is 
good:  Carol  has  earned  respect  and  admiration  from  her  teachers,  the  students,  and, 
mainly,  her  friends.  This  just  proves  that  Carol  was  the  best  choice  we  could  have  made. 
However,  being  head-girl  is  not  Carol’s  only  accomplishment.  A  mixture  of  intelligence 
and  ambition  has  motivated  her  to  achieve  an  outstanding  academic  record.  Her  athletic 
ability  is  shown,  playing  on  the  badminton,  basketball,  and  volleyball  teams,  and  this 
enthusiasm  bubbles  into  the  glee  club.  Her  wild  weekends  have  made  Carol  into  one  of 
our  great  socialites,  and  she  can  never  be  found  at  home  on  a  Friday  or  Saturday  night. 
One  thing  we  know  is  that  no  matter  where  she  is,  she’ll  be  available  to  lend  a  helping 
hand  to  a  friend.  Good  luck  in  your  future  goals,  and  thanks  a  million  Carol! 

REMEMBER:  slumber  parties  ...  trying  to  keep  the  insanity  level  of  the  class  down  to  a 
minimum  ...  great  annual  class  parties  ...  Jocelyn’s  pool  -  Saw  it  better  than  most  people 
...  organized  ...  picky  details  ...  LY  ...  “excuuse  me”  ...  “calm  yourself”  ...  “detail”  ... 
sweet  sixteen:  father’s  infamous  jokes  ...  Twiggy’s  main  complaint:  obesity  (Oh,  shut  up 
Carol!)  ...  high  aspirations  ...  Ms.  Biggs’  Piggs’  Sty  Sweeper  ...  Last  comment:  I’m 
thinking  of  you,  again. 


JANET  MCDONALD  ’75-’80 

When  Janet  first  arrived  at  our  school,  the  general  reaction  was  ...  “Grade  eleven  is 
down  the  hall!”  ...  She  spent  her  early  years  towering  over  us,  but  now,  we’ve  finally 
caught  up  to  her.  Now,  in  her  fifth  year  at  The  Study,  she  is  finally  where  we  thought 
she  belonged,  as  Sub-head  of  the  school. 

Her  athletic  prowess  can  make  any  sport  seem  easy,  having  demonstrated  this  on  the 
basketball,  volleyball,  and  soccer  teams  (Janet  scored  the  first  -  and  only  -  goal  of  the 
soccer  team’s  two  year  history). 

If  you  can’t  find  her  at  team  practices,  Miss  Rees’  or  Mrs.  Scott’s  offices,  taking  notes 
at  prefects’  meetings  (where  are  they?),  she’ll  be  found  behind  the  podium,  trying  to 
transmit  her  enthusiasm  to  250  “passive”  students.  Jealousy  prevails  as  Janet’s  high 
academic  standards  are  maintained  through  the  hectic,  demanding  sixth  form  schedule 
and  that  of  Sub-head. 

...  Can  you  remember  (Please?!)  ...  symptom  of  teenage  senility  ...  “glee”  club 
rehearsals  ...  guide  to  entertaining  physics  classes  ...  efforts  to  avoid  the  country  ...  pep 
talks  at  3  a.m.  ...  (temporary)  insanity  ...  Ben’s  ...  Friday  night  live  entertainment  with  S.O. 
and  friends  ...  naturally  curly  hair  ...  get  togethers  ...  If  you  can  survive  “Kader  and 
Zoo’s”  murder  attempts  (a  la  throat)  “bonne  chance”  in  the  future! 

“Time  it  was  “My  friends  are  my  estate:  it  is  on  them  I  build 

And  what  a  time  it  was  myself.” 

It  was  Anonymous 

A  time  of  innocence 
A  time  of  confidences. 

...  Preserve  your  memories  ...” 

Paul  Simon 
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HEATHER  AVRITH  ’68-’80 

“When  the  years  are  heavy  and  my  heart  is  growing  cold,  Well  I  wish  when  the 
evening  comes  that  there  will  always  be  ...  Some  old  friend  who’ll  miss  me  too.” 

Chris  de  Burgh 

Heather's  small  in  stature,  but  big  in  heart,  big  in  mouth,  and  big  in  every  other  way. 
Her  strong,  vivacious,  and  spirited  personality  wins  her  many  strong  friendships,  yet 
also  makes  her  an  enemy  to  reckon  with.  On  the  surface,  she  may  seem  flighty,  but 
deep  down  Hedsy’s  a  devoted  friend  who’ll  sacrifice  anything  (almost)  for  those  close  to 
her.  Her  dedication  and  enthusiasm  as  a  leader  will  always  be  outstanding,  and  her 
persevering  attitude  will  never  let  her  accept  defeat  (so  much  for  soccer!).  Being  on  the 
yearbook  and  entertainment  committees  and  the  soccer  team  has  kept  Heather  busy 
(and  her  vocal  chords  too!) 

Heather’s  ambition  is  a  great  driving  force,  and  she  works  hard  to  achieve  her  goals. 
We  know  that  whatever  the  situation,  she  will  make  it  into  a  success. 

Miss  Fire  Prevention  (pyro  queen)  ...  S.H.S.:  Heather’s  fan  club  ...  "Sweet  (?)  Sixteen 
(!)”  ...  making  appointments  to  talk  to  Heather  on  the  phone  ...  “Anyone  got  a  plug?”  ... 
S.H.S.  Ball:  Got  the  nerve  to  fake  the  waltz?  ...  six  retainers?!  ...  surrounded  by  little  kids 
(no  height  difference)  ...  goal  in  life:  to  have  long  enough  nails  for  a  manicure  ...  “Say 
excuse  me,  pig!”  ...  “obstreperous”(?) ...  Dear  Abby,  alias  Hedsy  ...  “  ‘Eader’  and  ‘Zue’  ”  - 
fights  in  French  ...  permanently  scarred  from  “Zue’s”  pencil  point  ...  Good-bye  and  good 
luck  from  all  of  your  “moronic”  friends. 

ELIZABETH  BALLANTYNE  75- ’80 

“Biz”  came  to  our  zoo  in  grade  seven  and  ever  since  has  been  dazzling  us  with  her 
unmistakable  red  mane  and  her  contortionist's  gymnastics.  As  sports  captain  of  Kappa 
Rho,  she  tries  to  transmit  her  athletic  abilities  into  her  House  and  turn  them  into  sports 
points.  If  she  is  not  to  be  found  somewhere  in  the  gym  in  some  shape  or  form  keeping 
our  future  gymnasts  from  killing  themselves,  she  will  be  catching  up  on  some  sleep  in 
history;  sleep  lost  in  her  busy  schedule  outside  school  in  pursuit  of  a  career  in  phys. 
ed.,  only  to  be  brought  back  to  class  by  the  inevitable  “Good  morning,  Elizabeth”.  As  a 
resident  of  Pointe  Claire,  she  also  has  dual  residence  on  Argyle  which  we  hope  has 
helped.  She  will  continue  to  amaze  us  with  her  flexibility,  expertise  on  cars,  and  undying 
(we  hope)  endurance  and  energy  doing  a  million  things  at  once.  Don’t  give  up  hope, 

“Biz”.  If  you  don’t  get  into  phys.  ed.,  you  can  always  make  a  satisfying  career  as  hit-man 
for  the  underground  association  of  bus  and  train  haters  of  Canada.  Anyway,  to  a  good 
friend,  from  a  good  friend,  good  luck  at  John  Abbott  or  U.N.B.  or  wherever  you  go. 

Remember ...  Saturday  night  (dead  or  alive)  ...  “Rocky  Horror  Picture  Show”  ...  “Animal 
House”  ...  Hawaii  79  ...  coconuts  ...  Selwyn  House  Ball  ...  J.M.  ...  I.K.  ...  driver’s  ed  ... 
soccer  games  ...  windsurfing  ...  get  togethers  ...  Ben’s  ... 

“Running  on  empty,  looking  out  at  the  road  rushing  under  my  wheels,  I  don’t  know 
how  to  tell  you  all  just  how  crazy  this  life  feels.  I  look  around  for  the  friends  I  used  to  turn  to 
to  pull  me  through,  looking  into  their  eyes  to  see  them  running  too.” 

Jackson  Browne 


CYNTHIA  CARON  74-’80 

“How  I  treasure  every  minute  being  in  it 
being  part  of  with  the  urge  to  move  on.” 

ABBA 

This  unique,  unforgettable  individual  manages  to  accomplish  enough  things  to  drive 
anyone  else  completely  insane.  As  for  Cindy,  she  always  seems  to  be  perfectly 
organized  and  in  control  of  every  situation  as  she  juggles  around  her  duties  as  treasurer, 
prefect,  and  Head  of  Mu  Gamma,  not  to  mention  her  numerous  other  activities  such  as 
sports,  drama,  glee  club,  library  duty,  and  counseling  her  friends  on  their  love  lives. 

We  don’t  know  how  she  does  it,  but  Cin  pulls  off  everything  she  does  well,  bringing 
honour  to  herself,  the  class,  and  the  school.  She’s  our  resident  prize-winning  public 
speaker,  a  talented  debater,  badminton  and  swimming  whiz,  football  fan,  and  above  all, 
our  only  true  “history  buff”. 

Cindy  has  been  known  to  overcome  the  blushes  and  strongly  SPEAK  HER  MIND!  But 
most  of  all,  she’s  been  vital  to  our  class,  ’cause  she’s  one  of  those  people  that’s  always 
there  when  we  need  her,  and  helps  us  pull  together  to  become  temporarily  sane.  We 
love  you,  Cin,  and  wish  you  the  best  always. 

Think  rabbit  ...  TR’s  ...  Cathy’s  Corner  ...  hobnobbing  with  royalty  ...  Maine  summers  ... 
long-distance  phone  calls  from  Cincinnatii  ...  hims  and  hymns  on  Fridays  ...  “Oh  sugar!” 
...  social  speech  competitions  ...  piano  duets  ...  French  homework  at  the  last  minute  ... 
counting  pennies  ...  a  dog’s  best  friend. 


EVELYN  CHEESBROUGH  ’68-’80 


“If  I  leave  here  tomorrow,  would  you  still  remember  me,  ’cause  I  must  be  travelling  on 
now,  there’s  so  many  places  I  gotta  see.” 

Lynard  Skynard 

Evey,  commonly  known  as  “Ebby”,  has  been  running  around  this  school  for  twelve 
years.  She  has  impressed  many  teachers  with  her  deep,  sexy  voice,  except  for  her  music 
teacher  ...  she  will  often  be  found  roaming  the  halls  with  her  socks  down  around  her 
ankles  and  tripping  over  her  shoelaces. 

She  is  the  only  person  that  has  managed  to  squeeze  ten  rings  on  one  finger  in  order 
not  to  break  the  one  ring  rule.  Many  times  she’ll  be  found  running  into  the  classroom 
just  after  the  late  bell  and  saying,  “Homework?”  What  homework?  Oh!  I  left  it  at  home.” 
Other  times,  she’ll  be  found  running  into  the  gym  wearing  her  sister’s  size  two  t-shirt 
and  yelling,  “First  on  ‘tramp’!”  She  is  constantly  being  cracked  up  by  B.H.’s  warped 
jokes;  that  laugh  has  got  to  go! 

Well,  her  time  is  now  up  at  The  Study.  Evey  has  been  an  asset  to  the  sports  teams 
and  did  a  good  job  at  being  Sub-house  head  of  Kappa  Rho.  We  will  all  miss  hearing 
about  her  wild  Ontario  summers  and  crazy  weekends.  But  her  great  personality  and  her 
warped  sense  of  humour  will  stick  with  us  forever!  Wherever  she  goes,  she’ll  find  lots  of 
new  friends  and  she’ll  make  the  best  of  things.  Lots  of  luck! 

Thanks  2  (B.H.),  L.S.,  L.R.,  and  EVERYONE  ELSE. 


KATHERINE  GODDARD  ’69-’80 


It  was  an  early  morning  yesterday, 
I  was  up  before  the  dawn 
And  I  really  have  enjoyed  my  stay 
But  I  must  be  movin’  on  ... 
Good-bye  stranger  it’s  been  nice, 


Hope  you  find  your  paradise 
Tried  to  see  your  point  of  view, 

Hope  your  dreams  will  all  come  true. 
Good-bye  Mary,  good-bye  Jane, 

Will  we  ever  meet  again  ...” 


Supertramp 

Kathy  (Caie)  has  survived  eleven  years  of  The  Study.  It  was  probably  her  outgoing, 
lively  character  that  kept  her  sane.  Her  independence  and  enthusiasm  led  her  to  become 
prefect  and  sub-editor  of  the  yearbook.  Caie  is  usually  in  a  cheerful  mood  which  is 
reflected  by  her  great  sense  of  humour,  but  keep  your  distance  when  that  mood 
changes,  for  Kathy  has  that  “red-head”  temper.  She  has  always  been  recognized  for  her 
artistic  and  academic  achievements.  Kathy  will  always  make  friends  wherever  she  goes, 
but  we  hope  that  she  will  remember  those  she  is  leaving.  Best  of  luck  in  the  future. 

“’ello!”  ...  S.H.S.  Ball:  appearance  of  Mutt  and  Jeff  ...  So  stick  it  in  your  ear!  ... 
sleeping  the  weekend  off  in  history  class  ...  arriving  at  the  end  of  a  meeting  ...  jazz:  step, 
ball,  change,  “pas  de  bour6”  ...  pli6! ! !  ...  “schizo”  attacks  ...  Caesar’s  Palace  ...  Who  am  I 
going  to  the  grad  with  again?  ...  Monty  Python  ...  “’alio,  ’oo  ees  eet?”  ...  Bye  “Seely”! 


BETHANY  HARPER  ’73-’80 


“I’m  thinking  of  those  times  when  I  took  Never  realizing  that  sometime  you  wouldn’t 

your  presence  so  much  for  granted,  be  there,  ready  to  smile,  ready  to  forgive.” 

from  the  poem  “Thinking  of  You” 

In  the  middle  of  grade  4,  “Arnie”  wandered  into  the  flock  like  a  little  lost  lamb,  but 
she  soon  became  familiarized  with  the  ways  of  the  “Black  Sheep”.  Bethany  has  been 
one  of  the  more  versatile  members  of  the  class.  Elected  Sports  Captain,  she  could  often 
be  seen  blowing  up  basketballs  in  the  gym,  or  she  could  be  found  up  in  the  art  room 
diligently  drawing  an  uncountable  number  of  posters  for  various  school  events.  She  has 
proved  herself  intellectually  by  maintaining  an  exceptionally  high  average.  However, 
Bethany  has  shown  signs  of  irrationality;  “Arnie”  has  become  renowned  for  her  bar- 
barious  lunchtime  manners  (pea  soup  a  la  apple-core),  and  for  her  ravenous  appetite 
which  has  made  no  difference  to  her  string  bean  appearance.  Also,  “Arnsworth”  has 
often  resorted  to  uncontrollable  outbursts  of  laughter  resulting  in  a  beet  red  blush.  One 
of  her  most  unusual  characteristics  is  her  spontaneous  scream  which  will  surely  remain 
echoing  through  the  Study  halls  for  quite  awhile,  and  our  class  just  wouldn’t  have  been 
the  same  without  “Arnie’s”  frequent  interjections  during  history  and  math  classes. 
Wishing  you  luck  in  everything,  “Arns”! 

Remember?  making  posters  ...  little  aside  comments  to  L.R.  ...  expressionless  “grrrs” 
...  baking  and  burning  ...  French  fries  ...  T.B.F.  ...  nose  laughing  ...  dear,  dear,  oh  sorry, 
sorry  ...  Bye  ...  bye  ... 
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BETSY  HARPER  ’72-’80 


Bets  appeared  in  grade  four  and  can  be  recognized  by  her  size  6x  tunic  and  a  sash 
around  her  neck.  She  could  often  be  seen  running  through  the  halls  dragging  E.C.  or 
vice-versa.  She  is  known  for  her  frequent  outbursts  of  laughter  or  hiding  behind  books 
while  smacking  a  wad  of  gum,  and  what  would  our  class  have  been  like  without  the 
constant  “sweet”  sounds  of  Betsy  and  E.C.  screaming  at  one  another  at  the  top  of  their 
lungs  with  their  tunics  covered  in  streaks  of  chalk?  Betsy  has  also  shown  a  more 
serious  side  (though  seldom),  and  has  produced  good  marks.  She  has  added  to  the  class 
enthusiasm  and  helped  to  keep  up  the  high  spirits. 

As  sub-Sports-Captain  of  the  school,  she  has  proved  herself  athletically,  being  an 
asset  to  the  badminton,  basketball,  and  volleyball  teams.  Betsy’s  ability  in  sports  has 
only  been  exceeded  by  her  ability  to  handle  “The  Truck”  in  the  road,  (always  with  a 
scent  for  “bacon”).  But  her  fort6  has  to  be  politics,  just  ask  her  history  teacher ... 

She  enjoys  a  rowdy  weekend,  her  motto  being  “We’re  just  a  party  lookin’  for  a  place 
to  happen.” 

Well,  she’s  moving  on,  and  a  part  of  her  will  remain  with  us.  She  has  been  a  great  kid, 
a  great  help,  and  a  great  friend.  Best  of  luck  in  the  years  to  come. 

Remember?  Your  loss  ...  Harvey’s  ...  I’m  keen  ...  French  fries  ... 

See  ya  ... 


CLAUDIA  LACH  ’69-  80 

“The  world  is  round  and  the  place  which  may  seem  like  the  end  may  also  be  only  the 
beginning.” 

Ivy  Baker  Priest 

Claudia’s  many  talents  have  contributed  greatly  to  the  character  of  our  class  ever 
since  she  skipped  up  to  us  in  grade  four.  When  not  busy  working  as  prefect,  editor  of 
the  yearbook,  or  head  of  debate,  she  can  be  found  pursuing  her  many  other  interests, 
such  as  playing  basketball,  volleyball,  and  badminton,  debating  with  Jen  “en  frangais”, 
having  laughing  fits,  getting  the  best  marks,  or  discussing  her  love  life  (?)  with  her 
friends. 

“Claw’s”  numerous  parties  have  been  memorable  occasions,  and  she  will  always  be 
thought  of  as  the  nervous  and  conscientious  hostess:  Yes,  m’dear,  we  loved  your  food  ... 
not  to  mention  the  band,  Hell! 

Cherished  memories:  Jaunts  up  to  St.  George’s  ...  rate  these  guys  on  a  scale  of  one  to 
ten  ...  “A.F.A.”???  ...  rebellious  editorials  ...  only  90%?!  ...  comforting  her  friends  ... 
“Nikolaus”  ...  food  binges  ...  famous  sneezes  ...  B.F.  ...  disco  dancing  on  benches  ...  grad 
dances  ...  Springsteen!!!  ...  yearbook  deadlines  ...  Grrrrrrr  ...  Wanna  debate  against 
L.C.C.? 

All  my  love  to  Heds,  Cin,  and  Jen. 


JENNIFER  McROBERT  ’72- ’80 

“The  point  is  there  is  no  point.” 
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SUSAN  OLIVER  ’68-’71  75- ’80 


Susan  came  to  the  school  in  Kindergarten  and  left  after  grade  three.  However,  she 
could  not  stay  away  forever  and  came  back  in  grade  seven.  Her  friends  were  here,  and 
she  knew  The  Study  was  where  she  belonged.  Now,  she  is  leaving  the  school  again,  but 
this  time  her  friends  are  leaving  too.  When  she  comes  back  again,  she’ll  be  coming  back 
to  memories,  most  happy,  some  sad.  Memories  of  our  last  bazaar,  being  House  head  of 
Beta  Lambda,  being  on  the  badminton,  volleyball,  and  basketball  teams,  and  most  of  all, 
the  people  to  whom  she  is  now  saying  good-bye.  We  will  all  remember  Sue  as  a  person 
who  laughed  and  had  fun,  and  when  it  came  to  work,  she  got  it  done. 

We  have  all  heard,  at  one  time  or  another,  that  Sue  wants  to  go  into  medicine.  Well, 
Sue,  whatever  you  end  up  doing,  good  luck  to  you.  See  you  at  our  class  reunion  and 
don’t  you  dare  say  you  can’t  come  because  you  don’t  make  house  calls! 

...  eating  a  pear  in  3.2  seconds  flat  ...  walking  the  dog  ...  laughing  and  pen  fights  in 
French  (“Eader”  est  ia  gagnante,  et  “Zue”  est  la  perdante)  ...  “J’ai  I’impression  aussi”  ... 
“Horcum”  ...  Ben’s  ...  memories  she  never  had  ...  incredible  fast  breaks  in  basketball 
(and  in  French) ...  Aah  Sue! 


TINA  OTTO  ’68- ’80 


Tina  has  resided  within  the  Study  halls  for  twelve  years.  She  has  come  a  long  way 
from  being  an  advanced  reader  (“Surprises”  in  Kindergarten)  to  the  infamous  weirdo  of 
the  “Weirdo  and  Weirda”  duo,  to  being  one  of  “Ms.  Biggs’  Piggs”.  Tina  has  the  notion 
that  the  Scarsdale  diet  includes  Nutella,  Heavenly  Hash,  and  tuck  shop  goodies  (it’s 
always  easier  said  than  done,  right?) 

Besides  food,  Tina  keeps  herself  well-nourished  with  work  in  debate,  drama,  yearbook, 
grad,  tuck  shop,  jazz  ballet,  and  (Last  but  certainly  not  least!)  L.C.C.  guys. 

Tina  may  (more  often  than  not)  appear  to  be  moody,  fault-finding,  and  forward, 
however,  to  those  who  know  her,  she  is  a  trustworthy  and  supportive  friend.  She  is 
meticulous,  aggressive,  and  is  one  of  the  few  students  with  enough  incentive  to  get 
things  done  BEFORE  the  deadline.  Her  ambition  motivates  her  to  become  an  “A” 
student  and  (hopefully)  a  Princeton  grad  -  meet  ya  on  the  Murray  Park  bench  (B.Y.O.B.) 
VIELGLOCK! 

Parties  in  the  dark  ...  flirting  ...  N-N-N-NO  ...  in  the  boxing  ring  with  H.A.  ...  Popiel’s  - 
Olympics?!  ...  when  can  I  ski  up  North,  Hedsy?  (NEVER!)  ...  yawning  like  a  cow  ... 
fragilistic  ...  “Raise  a  Little  Hell”  ...  in  basement ...  I  could  eat  a  horse! 

Thanks  H.A.  and  K.G. 


DOMINIQUE  PANET-RAYMOND  73- ’80 

“To  be  nobody  but  myself,  in  a  world  which  is  doing  its  best  to  make  you  everybody 
else  -  means  to  fight  the  hardest  battle  which  any  human  being  can  fight,  and  never  stop 
fighting.” 

E.E.  Cummings 

Ever  since  Dorn  came  to  us  in  grade  five,  she  has  always  been  open  to  new  friend¬ 
ships  and  experiences.  Now,  in  grade  eleven,  even  the  younger  kids  lean  on  her  for 
support  and  friendship.  For  when  the  bell  rings  for  “break”,  grade  fours  and  fives  come 
storming  into  the  classroom  looking  for  her.  If  she  cannot  be  found  there,  she  is  either 
helping  the  less  intelligent  people  in  the  class  with  their  physics  homework  or  at  a 
basketball  practice.  If  you  still  cannot  find  her,  just  volunteer  to  read  in  prayers,  and  she 
will  find  you. 

As  we  look  to  the  future,  we  can  see  Dominique  on  the  national  swim  team,  while 
working  towards  a  medical  degree  at  Harvard.  One  thing  is  for  sure  -  she  will  always  be 
looked  up  to  by  her  peers  as  well  as  her  elders. 

Remember:  “Will  I  ever  find  a  guy  my  height?”  ...  Einstein  II!!! 
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VALERIE  PEPLER  ’76- ’80 


“God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again!” 

J.E.  Rankin 

To  the  outsider,  Val  is  quiet,  inconspicuous,  and  dependable.  But  to  most  of  the 
school  (i.e.  her  friends),  she’s  a  regular  ball  of  fire.  Sitting  at  the  back  of  the  class, 
surrounded  by  mountains  of  books  and  papers,  Val  is  always  planning  something  new, 
no  matter  what  state  of  disorder  her  affairs  are  in.  Always  in  a  rush,  Val  can  be  seen 
running  for  a  bus,  hair  flying,  socks  falling  down,  or  giving  W.S.  little  talks  when  needed. 
She  is  known  for  her  now  dazzling  grin  (after  the  removal  of  those  “train  tracks”),  her 
love  of  animals,  and  her  amazing  musical  talent. 

Having  spent  four  years  at  The  Study,  Val  is  the  cuckoo  flying  over  our  nest.  Known 
for  weekends  of  riding  and  partying  consecutively,  Val  is  always  busy  with  something  or 
other.  It  will  be  sad  to  leave,  but  Val  will  definitely  take  the  big  bad  world  by  its  tail  and 
make  it  think  HER  way! 

...  falling  down  stairs  ...  falling  off  roller  skates  ...  falling  in  love!  ...  feeble  attempts  at 
cutting  food  ...  Talent  show  ...  broken  elevators  with  T.l.  and  J.S.  ...  trekking  from  T.M.R. 
...  aspirations:  vet — »  singer —^actress — *wife  ... 


SARA  PRICE  ’69- ’80 

“You  never  lose  a  minute,  if  in  it  there  is  love.” 

TOTO 

“Sara  Smile”  ...  Sara  has  been  at  The  Study  for  eleven  years  and  has  filled  the  halls 
with  her  laughter.  She  has  contributed  greatly  to  the  school  with  her  enthusiasm,  and 
even  on  the  bleakest  of  days,  Sara  will  crack  a  smile  and  soon  the  whole  class  will  be 
laughing!  Sara  (alias  Sass)  is  known  for  her  compulsion  for  neatness  and  her  hatred  of 
bent  pages!  Though  she  may  seem  organized,  you  have  yet  to  meet  the  real  “Sass”!  She 
is  frequently  rushing  in  on  Monday  morning  (or  any  morning)  after  the  late  bell, 
“Homework?  What  homework?” 

Could  you  imagine  Sara:  without  Andrew  ...  not  being  neat  ...  not  working  on  her 
homework  book  ...  telling  funny  jokes  ...  not  battling  her  frizzies  on  rainy  days  ...  not 
giggling  with  L.S.  at  the  back  of  the  class?  Sara  has  been  telling  jokes  for  eleven  years, 
and  no  one  laughs  at  them  harder  than  she  does.  We  will  always  remember  Sara’s  “Rig- 
a-dig-a-doo”  and  her  comic  personality. 

The  halls  of  The  Study  will  once  again  be  silent  when  Sass  leaves.  Good  luck!  We’ll 
miss  you  and  keep  working  on  those  jokes! 

Thanks  to  L.S.,  A.L.,  M.B.,  A.B. 


LINDA  RUDBERG  ’68-’80 

“Better  to  remain  silent  and  be  thought  a  fool  than  to  speak  and  remove  all  doubt.” 

Abraham  Lincoln 

Linda,  also  referred  to  as  “Linders”,  is  one  of  the  few  members  of  the  first  kin¬ 
dergarten  class  of  The  Study  who  has  lasted  twelve  years.  She  has  worked  her  way  up 
from  scribbling  with  crayons  to  being  co-artist  of  the  yearbook.  Her  books  reveal  her 
artistic  ability  as  they  are  covered  in  an  infinite  number  of  doodles.  But  her  talents  don’t 
stop  there.  She  excels  academically  as  well  as  she  does  artistically.  Although  baking  is 
not  her  fortd,  she  enjoys  munching  chocolate  chip  cookies  regardless  of  the  hour. 
Besides  that,  her  diet  consists  of  carrots  and  apples,  with  lunches  barely  large  enough 
for  a  rabbit.  Her  frequent  complaints  of  never  being  heard  are  due  to  her  high,  soft  voice 
and  her  even  higher  pitched  “squeak”.  With  this  and  her  large  questioning  eyes,  Linda 
gives  the  appearance  of  being  innocent.  She  sometimes  talks  with  a  language  of  her 
own  and  wonders  why  no  one  understands  what  she's  trying  to  say,  but  often  the  roles 
are  reversed,  and  Linda  can  be  found  laughing  to  herself  ten  minutes  after  the  joke  has 
been  told.  Whatever  Linda  decides  to  do,  she’ll  give  her  best  and  reach  her  goal,  leaving 
behind  a  trail  of  doodles.  Best  of  luck  for  the  future. 

...  silent  laughing  with  “Arnie”  ...  stop  sign??  ...  oh,  come  on  ...  Klutz  ...  posters  ... 
“ick”  ...  mm  hmmm  ...  I  know,  it’s  white  ...  birds  of  a  feather  ...  more  posters!  ... 
schlumpie  ...  bye  ...  bye. 
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LAURIE  STACEY  ’77-’70 


“Time  is  a  child’s 
worst  enemy; 
it  brings  people  together 
then  later  takes  them  apart.” 

“Think  about  it  Laurie.”  We  haven’t  been  able  to  get  rid  of  her  until  now.  She  came  in 
grade  nine  and  has  been  quite  the  class  clown,  and  we  won’t  forget  her.  “Lo”  is  one 
wild  and  crazy  kid,  with  whom  we  were  lucky  enough  to  spend  three  years,  and  her 
unique  spirit  will  remain  close  to  us  always.  To  all  those  who  know  her  -  Can  you 
imagine:  Lo  and  Evey  -  Head  and  Subhead  of  Kappa  Rho?  Lo  being  Pele  II  ...  no  U.S. 
weekends  ...  no  E.C.  ...  or  listening  in  class?  Laurie  has  contributed  to  class  projects, 
not  always  because  of  her  original  suggestions,  but  by  her  totally  different  sense  of 
humour. 

Well,  she  has  finally  hung  up  her  tie  and  sash,  folded  her  bloomers,  and  closed  her 
pencil  case  for  the  last  time,  but  that  doesn’t  mean  we  won’t  hear  from  her  again:  ’cause 
whatever  she  decides  to  do,  she’ll  be  shocking  people  and  creating  victims. 

P.S.  Remember:  the  pizza  man  and  the  frost  is  in  the  pumpkin  and  all  that  jazz  ...  birds 
of  a  feather ... 

Thanks  to  E.C.  ...  L.R.  ...  2(B.H.)  ...  C.T.  ...  S.P. 


WILLA  STEVENSON  ’69- ’80 

“You  grow  up  on  the  day  you  have  the  first  real  laugh  at  yourself.” 

Willa,  alias  “Willard”,  “Willie”,  or  “Bill”  has  been  at  The  Study  for  eleven  years  and 
has  actually  managed  to  retain  SOME  of  her  sanity.  As  House  head  of  Delta  Beta,  Willa 
has  instilled  as  much  enthusiasm  and  spirit  as  there  was  in  “Animal  House”  and  the 
same  mischievous  ideas.  She  may  seem  the  interested,  organized  student,  but  as  soon 
as  the  weekend  rolls  around,  Willa  comes  alive.  Sportswise,  Willa  is  quite  versatile;  as 
goalie  of  the  soccer  team,  she  has  been  saving  the  day  and  can  be  seen  trucking  down 
the  basketball  and  volleyball  courts.  Willa  is  often  found  laughing  at  weekend  antics  (if 
not  participating)  or  performing:  either  as  one  half  of  the  entertainment  committee  or 
playing  the  ol’  guitar.  She  is  a  caring  and  understanding  person,  always  ready  to  help 
with  any  problem  (when  she’s  finally  finished  telling  you  all  of  hers!) 

Remember:  being  a  hermit  ...  “Get  off  my  back,  pinhead!  ...”  “Already  Gone?”  ...  “I’m 
going  on  a  diet  -  on  Monday!”  ...  waiting  for  letters  from  Queen’s  ...  long  talks  ...  L.C.C. 
dances  ...  Tremblant ...  laughing,  crying,  singing  together ...  “Nya  nya”  ...  being  honest  ... 
good  ol’  Mount  Stephen  days  ... 


JANE  WHITT AL  ’68- ’80 

“There  would  always  be  Some  place  off  beyond 
One  more  road  ahead  Some  hidden  bend, 

One  path,  not  found  Better  than 

That  should  be.  the  bend  before.” 

Rod  McKuen 


Jane  has  graced  The  Study  for  a  full  twelve  years.  In  that  time,  she’s  developed  from 
being  a  little  girl  with  the  twinkling  grin  to  the  full-fledged  author  of  “Jane’s  Jokes”  and 
head  of  the  Library  Committee.  We  hereby  warn  Caesar,  Livy,  and  Cicero  that  Jane  will 
be  on  the  loose  next  year,  probably  pursuing  her  love  of  Latin  and  threatening  their 
positions  as  the  all  time  classical  greats. 

We,  in  her  class,  thank  her  for  her  character,  giving  us  examples  of  strength,  kind¬ 
ness,  and  humour.  Good  luck,  Jane. 

“BENE  VALE!” 

Remember?  Pigouts  ...  Caramels  and  Baker’s  chocolate  ...  she  said  hello!  ...  He’s  SO 
cute!  ...  We’ll  see  dear  ...  exclusive  Latin  classes  ...  “Annie  Cooney”  by  the  Christmas 
tree  ...  “Please  bring  in  your  library  books!”  (Claudia!)  ...  God  be  with  you  -  in  the  row 
boat. 
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SENIOR  PREFECTS 


BACK  ROW:  Claudia  Lach,  Cynthia  Caron,  Kathy  Goddard. 
FRONT  ROW:  Carol  Turner,  Janet  McDonald. 


GOOD  LUCK  NEXT  YEAR 
Keep  things  moving! 


What  you  dare  to  dream,  dare  to  do.” 

.  j 

Anonymous 


This  year  our  student  council  has  undergone  a  few  changes.  The  grade  ten  prefect 
has  joined  the  senior  prefects’  council  and  now  wears  the  sash  of  authority.  We  are 
doing  our  best  to  get  the  rest  of  the  students  involved  in  the  government  of  the  school, 
because  we’re  still  learning!  We  hope  that  we  have  encouraged  some  interest  and  have 
put  some  emphasis  on  the  importance  of  the  student  council  -  remember  prefects  are 
more  than  stationery  runners  and  attendance  takers;  they  are  the  voice  of  the  students. 

Since  the  complaints  have  been  held  to  a  minimum  (even  about  the  usual  doughnuts 
and  chocolate  milk),  we  presume  the  student  body  is  generally  content  with  the 
prefects,  or  are  they  just  anxious  to  go  home  on  Monday  afternoons?  We  would  hope 
the  reason  is  the  former. 


Carol  and  Janet 
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GRADE  10 


BACK  ROW:  Caroline  Freeme  de  Wallens,  Tania  Jebali,  Wendy  Alexander,  Pamela  Gregory,  Roxane  Marin,  Erin 
O'Brien,  Martha  Dingle,  Linda  Mackenzie,  Melanie  Barwick. 

FRONT  ROW:  Caroline  Ross,  Cynthia  Lank,  Cynthia  Eberts,  Jennifer  Oulton,  Cynthia  Hyde,  Angelina  Vesely. 
ABSENT:  Erica  Nadler,  Venetia  Eisenhauer. 
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GRADE  NINE 


FRONT  ROW:  Virginia  Zarifi,  Stacey 
Engels,  Cathy  Blundell,  Caroline 
Price,  Karen  Yarosky. 

SECOND  ROW:  Amy  Wall,  Jill 
McCuaig,  Borra  Garson,  Kelly 
Anderson,  Ayse  Ataman. 

BACK  ROW:  Sarah  Beech,  Astrid 
Guttmann,  Michelle  Smith,  Valerie 
Otto,  Jill  Tetrault. 


Remember ...? 

“Derek”  on  the  board  ...  Chevy  Chase  in  O.M.  ...  Saying  good-bye 
to  M.R.,  S.D.,  A.D.,  A.H.,  and  D.S.  ...  Earthquake  at  Swensen’s  ...  Styx 
concert  ...  French  plays  ...  J.T.’s  parties  ...  crying  at  “The  Champ”  ... 
What  do  YOU  think  a  leader  is?  ...  “Hello,  everybody,  my  name  is 
Juuuune”  ...  “Romeo  and  Juliet”!!  ...  Study  coffee  house,  oh  dear! 
...  Trip  to  Ottawa  ...  The  group  1984  ...  green  jello  ...  beans,  beans  ... 
C.P.’s  “Death  to  bees”  ...  M.S.  wacked  out  ...  Ecologues’  vegetable 
garden  ...  T.G.I.F.  ...  Maxim  Mazumdar  and  “Babar”  ...  German  plays 
...  Speech  competition,  yea  Kelly!  ...  Low  flying  chairs  ...  “14” 
legged  races  ...  M.S.  spectacular  frisbee  catch  ...  Blue  M.G.’s  ... 
Orange  crush  ...  La  Ronde  ...  Scrubbing  the  basement  floor ...  The  ol ’ 
water  fights!!  ...  Steve  Martin!!!!  Let’s  hear  it  for  D.J.U!  ...  California 
here  we  come!!  ...  Watch  out  world  only  2  more  years!!! 
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GRADE  8 


ABOVE,  BACK  ROW:  Kirstie  Creighton,  Elizabeth  Waterston,  Rebecca  Dupont,  Jennifer  May, 
Cynthia  Bushell,  Alison  Sterry,  Alexandra  Ballard,  Catriona  Fekete,  Melodie  Schweitzer. 

FOURTH  ROW:  Hope  Fraser,  Cynthia  Ross,  IraTamigian. 

THIRD  ROW:  Hilary  Rapkin,  Mamie  Waxman,  Stephanie  Miller,  Cynthia  Carrique. 

FIRST  ROW:  Mary  Scott,  Lisa  Hodes,  Alexandra  Gillespie,  Andrea  Dingle,  Susan  Brinker,  Pauline 
Hradil,  Patty  Beck,  Wendy  Harper,  Andrea  Zeliger. 

ABSENT:  Nalini  Johnson. 


QUOTES  FROM  GRADE  8 

Love  is  like  oxygen  ...  “Anyone  see  Mr.  Bill  on 
‘Saturday  Night  Live’?”  ...  Did  he  call  you  last  night?  ... 
Any  parties  this  weekend?  ...  What  happened  on  “All  My 
Children?”  ...  Disco’s  in  the  garbage  (that’s  where  it 
belongs!)  ...  L.C.C.  is  No.  1!  ...  The  weekend’s  coming  up 
in  4  days!  Please  don’t  give  us  any  more  homework  ... 
Did  you  say  French  Glorieux  is  due  for  today?  ...  “Mais 
Madame,  vous  avez  dit  que  c’etait  pour  Vendredi”  ... 
Who’s  going  to  the  concert?  ...  Do  you  think  we  should 
talk  about  Socrates,  the  Boat  People,  or  prejudice  in 
seminar?  ...  Where’s  Wizzy?  ...  Happy  birthday  Miss 
Rees!  ...  Come  on  you  guys!  ...  Don’t  you  love  my  lips?  ... 
Pig  Power!  ...  Oy  vey!  ...  I’m  in  love  with 
Were  you  listening  to  CHOM  last  night?  They  played 
“Stairway  to  Heaven”  ...  Gee,  it  reeks  in  here!  ...  You’re 
so  groovy  ...  The  word  for  today  is  “food”  ...  Raise  a  little 
Hell!  ...  You’re  so  obnoxious!  ...  Murphy’s  in  love  ...  We 
broke  up!  ...  Test,  today?  ...  My  kind  of  guy!  ...  “Hi, 
people”  ...  Hyewa-hyewa  ...  “I  never  promised  you  a  rose 
garden”  ...  Don’t  erase  the  board  ...  “Love  is  a  mutual 
affair”  ...  You’re  crazy  ...  Nobody’s  home!  ...  Baby  we 
were  born  to  run  ...! 
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GRADE  SEVEN 


BACK  ROW:  Avery  Mackay,  Natalie  lerch,  Heather  Trott,  Jennifer  Eberts,  Caro  Sambrook, 
Diana  Walls,  Vicki  Angel. 

THIRD  ROW:  Leslie  Paris,  Fiona  Wright,  Mary  Hallward,  Louise  Heenan,  Vanessa  Emery,  Sarah 
Allan,  ELizabeth  Cheesbrough,  Blyth  Taylor. 

SECOND  ROW:  Lenore  Notkin,  Francesca  Travers,  Fiorella  Fiore,  Caroline  Otto,  Anouk  Looten, 
Dawn  Hinchey,  Jane  Eisenhauer,  Heather  McDowell. 

FRONT  ROW:  Julie  Bushell,  Stacy  Hreno,  Debbie  Schatia. 


FAMOUS  REMARKS  MADE  BY  GRADE  SEVEN 


S.  Allan  -  Bain  woooai 

V.  Angel  -  Aaaaa  ...  well  ...  aaah 

J.  Bushell  -  Guess  who  I  was  with  last  night! 

E.  Cheesbrough  -  Only  joking 
J.  Eberts  -  I  forgot  it 

J.  Eisenhauer  -  Oh  well,  another  A. 

V.  Emery  -  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

F.  Fiore  -  Mmmmmm  ...  spaghetti! 

M.  Hallward  -  (3  x  »2)  =  3x»-2,  so  ... 

L.  Heenan  -  Vicki! ! ! 

S.  Hreno  -  to  create  the  formula,  combine  H2  with 
03  and  N0Fe3 

D.  Hinchey  -  Oh  well,  I  made  another  basket! 

N.  Lerch  -  Lay  off! 


A.  Looten  -  Oui,  je  sais. 

A.  Mackay  -  Oh  gosh! 

H.  McDowell  -  I  don’t  know 
L.  Notkin  -  Ary! 

C.  Otto  -  They  always  pick  on  me 
L.  Paris  -  I  got  my  backhand  spring  with  a  double 
flip! 

C.  Sambrook  -  Chomp,  chomp. 

D.  Schatia  -  I  didn’t  do  anything! 

B.  Taylor  -  Did  you  get  this  answer? 

F.  Travers  -  I  hate  this! 

H.  Trott  -  Buzz  off,  meathook! 

D.  Walls  -  Help! 

F.  Wright  -  Snoopy,  my  hero! 
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GRADE  SIX 


BACK  ROW:  Ellen  Penner,  Yvonne  Sieweke,  Andrea  Robinson,  Sharon  Saleh,  Leith  Blachford,  Shanti  Johnson,  Malin 
Fernstrom,  Beverly  Johnson,  Tara  Siev,  Zoe  Creighton,  Vittoria  Galeotti,  Anne  Troubetzkoy,  Gillian  Phillips. 

FRONT  ROW:  Elizabeth  Williams,  Paulana  Layman,  Lisa  Cytrynbaum,  Leslie-Ann  Chang,  Carey  Evans,  Michele  Cohen, 
Rachel  De  Salis,  Gillian  Riley,  Sandy  McCall,  Leslie  Kaufman,  Lauren  Yarosky. 


CLASS  EXPRESSIONS 

Leith  -  “Can  it!” 

Elizabeth  -  “Call  me  Bobbin!” 

Kathryn  -  “I  can’t  speak  any  louder!” 
Yvonne  -  “Like  urn  ...  like  urn  ...” 
Leslie-Ann  -  “I  failed  this  test  for  sure!” 
Andrea  -  “Okay  ...” 

Michele  -  “You  know  what?” 

Anne  -  “Oui,  je  sais!” 

Zoe  -  “Oh,  peachy!” 

Sharon  -  “No  kidding!” 

Rachel  -  “Oh  Gee,  she  would!” 

Gillian  -  “What?” 

Malin  -  “Ya,  um  ...” 

Gilly  -  “Hiiy!” 

Carey  -  “Really?” 

Leslie  -  “Well  sorree!” 

Lisa  -  “I  caan’t!” 

Paulana  -  “A-NI-MAL!” 

Beverly  -  “What  number,  Tara?” 

Tara  -  “What  number,  Bev?” 

Shanti  -  “Ya,  I  know,  but  ...” 

Vittoria  -  “In  all  cases  ...” 

Sandy  -  “Who  gives  ...?” 

Ellen  -  “...  sigh  ...” 

Lauren  -  “WATERMELON?!!!” 
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GRADE  FIVE 


THIRD  ROW:  Caroline 

Mulholland,  Heidi  Luber,  Jessica 
Rubinger,  Valerie  Foote,  Tina 
Sadek. 

SECOND  ROW:  Sharmelle 
Shapiro,  Vanessa  Gillespie, 
Donna  Gellis,  Josephine  de 
Bono,  Sabrina  Leigh,  Jennifer 
Gibson,  Samantha  Hayes, 
Stephanie  Kounterian,  Virginia 
Schweitzer,  Ann  Gallery. 

FRONT  ROW:  Janet  Faith,  Jonet 
Webster,  Samantha  Patton, 
Caroline  Eberts,  Julie  Anderson, 
Chella  Tingley,  Roben  Stikeman, 
Alexandra  Guthrie. 


CAN  YOU  IMAGINE? 


J.A.  -  Not  looking  behind  her? 
J.B.  -  Not  wearing  her  bracelet? 

C. E.  -  Fat? 

J.F.  -  Without  freckles? 

V.F.  -  Without  a  book? 

A.G.  -  Without  red  hair? 

D. G.  -  With  her  glasses  on? 

J.G.  -  With  straight  hair? 

V.G.  -  Not  drawing  a  horse? 

A.G.  -  Not  playing  with  her  hair? 
S.H.  -  Not  sewing? 

S.K.  -  Short? 

C.M.  -  Not  telling  a  joke? 

S. P.  -  Not  eating? 

J.R.  -  Tall? 

T. S.  -  Not  getting  an  excellent? 
V.S.  -  Getting  a  D? 

S.S.  -  Not  talking? 

R.S.  -  With  brown  hair? 

C.T.  -  With  long  hair? 

J.W.  -  Not  doodling? 
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GRADE  FOUR 


BACK  ROW:  Lisa  Valliant,  Carolyn  Drouin,  Sara  Bradeen,  Emily-Jane  Marshall,  Lori  Ann  Marchitello,  Arabella  Decker, 
Margaret  Bentley,  Trevi  Berretta,  Wendy  Chiu,  Jennifer  Brockhouse,  Kate  Fraser. 

FRONT  ROW:  Nadine  Grunberg,  Carolyn  Kidney,  Kim  Lerch,  Jennifer  Engels,  Felicite  Mackay,  Kim  Cooke,  Alexandra 
Yaphe,  Martha  McCall,  Francine  Ton,  Christine  Meula, 


G  -  is  for  great! 

R  -  is  for  remarkable! 
A  -  is  for  amazing! 

D  -  is  for  dynamic! 

E  -  is  for  enthusiastic! 

F  -  is  for  funny! 

0  -  is  for  original! 

U  -  is  for  unusual! 

R  -  is  for  radiant! 
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lower  School 


BACK  ROW:  Kathy  Molnar,  Natasha  Dupont,  Jackie  Appel,  Lynn  Busheli,  Tanya  Razek,  Jenny  Fernstrom,  Annabel 
Soutar,  Anne  Heenan,  Claude  Saleh,  Genie  Cortez. 

FRONT  ROW:  Anik  Benard,  Li-Ann  Dorrance,  Kim  Saegert,  Guilia  Galeotti,  Samantha  Hoare,  Elise  Johnston. 


I  like  school  but  sometimes  it’s  boring.  I  love  gym  and  break  and  work  sometimes  too.  We  are 
studying  bees,  Indians,  leaves,  and  how  to  make  wine.  For  French  we  made  some  puppets  and  we  are 
going  to  do  a  play.  We  do  creative  writing  and  we  have  titles  like  “I  love  junk”,  “Smarties”,  and  “My 
lousy  tunics”.  We  have  these  two  dolls.  One  is  called  Carrot  and  the  other,  Daphne  Bluebell,  and  you  can 
bring  them  home  if  you  sign  a  list.  Also,  we  adored  going  to  Westmount  Library  where  we  saw  the  film 
“Mary  of  Mila  18”.  We  made  cupcakes  for  the  Bazaar  -  The  Bazaar  was  great!  What  we’re  trying  to  get 
through  to  you  is  it  is  fun  in  grade  three!  Mrs.  Johnston  is  really  nice  and  we  love  her.  All  in  all,  I  love 
grade  three! 
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*  Title  written  by  grade  3. 


BACK  ROW:  Kate  Hallward,  Katherine  Yaphe,  Danielle  Dolisie,  Mary  Fraser,  Julie  Harris,  Tanya  Hatton,  Jenny 
Landau. 

FRONT  ROW:  Magnus  Fernstrom,  James  Tipper,  Alistair  Emery,  Jeremy  Towning,  Miller  Carmichael. 


Great  grade  twos  read  remarkable 
stories,  and  are  great  enthusiasts  for 
doing  difficult  Mathematical  Ex¬ 
ercises. 


Together  they 
work  well  on 
otherthings. 
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CRM*  RRE  U  CIRRI  ORE  &  CIRRI  WJI 


;•  CHAN  CM!  «  CRADI  CUE  ”  ClkK  ®KI 


Alex  paints  lovely  pictures. 

Kyle  enjoys  gym  and  music. 

Rebeka  enjoys  lunch. 

Chris  thinks  break  is  the  best  time. 

Caroline  likes  to  visit  the  Kindergarten. 

Howie’s  stories  are  very  good. 

Natalie  speaks  French  well. 

Jenny  likes  to  do  sums. 

Vivian  enjoys  the  story  after  lunch. 

Cynthia  likes  it  when  the  weather  is  good  enough 
to  play  outside. 

Lynn  enjoys  reading. 

Serge  does  good  drawings  of  Spiderman. 

Deborah  likes  to  work  in  her  math  workbook. 
Andrea  likes  to  visit  Grade  Two. 

Lori  likes  to  write  poems. 

Vanessa  enjoys  going  up  to  the  French  room. 
Sonya  likes  to  make  up  booklets. 

Anna  enjoyed  working  for  the  magazine. 

Fiona  is  a  good  actress. 

Catherine’s  weaving  is  very  colourful. 

Kathy  likes  to  visit  the  library. 

Katie  enjoys  going  on  trips. 

Julie  loves  to  visit  her  grandmother. 

Jason  likes  to  eat  dinner  with  his  grandmother. 
Jennifer  can’t  wait  to  play  in  the  snow. 

Kate  likes  EVERYTHING. 


BACK  ROW:  Jason  Leus,  Serge  Bubalo,  Christopher 
Caider,  Kate  Gordon,  Caroline  Waterlow,  Kyle  Jenkin, 
Lynn  Grunberg,  Andrea  Lupu,  Katie  Davidman, 
Natalie  Molson,  Howard  Webster. 

SECOND  ROW:  Lori  Harris,  Cynthia  McCurdy,  Julia 
Stewart,  Kathryn  Bliss,  Jennifer  White,  Catherine 
Saucier,  Anna  Valliant,  Sonya  Lee  Hamilton,  Vanessa 
Lefort. 

FRONT  ROW:  Rebeka  Krasny,  Vivian  Schupp,  Fiona 
Macaulay,  Jenny  Caider,  Deborah  Vineberg,  Alex 
Appel. 
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BACK  ROW:  Bethan  Stewart,  Sara  Landau,  Maryann  Advincula,  Stefanie  Trenholme,  Emma  Colby,  Chrissie  Price, 
Millie  Tresierra,  Ariadne  Decker,  Lucie  Opatrny,  Kelly  Booth,  Laura  Osborne,  Claire  Heenan. 

FRONT  ROW:  Guy  Carleton,  Timothy  Hoare,  Brad  Kaine,  Kierra  O’Regan,  Robbie  Johnston,  Joshua  Cundill,  David 
Bartos,  Erik  Sandblom. 

ABSENT:  Christopher  Hallward. 


OlAO 
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In  Kindergarten  this  year,  we’ve  been 
very  busy.  We  worked  hard  to  write  our 
Christmas  play.  We  made  our  hats  and 
learned  our  lines  and  practised  every 
day.  We’ve  worked  on  projects  like 
“Cowboys”  and  “Dragons”.  Sometimes, 
we  get  more  glue  and  paint  on  the  floor 
than  on  the  dragon,  but  we  do  get 
finished  in  the  end.  We’ve  learned  new 
songs  with  Mrs.  McCallum  and  French 
with  Louise  Jasmin  and  Mme.  Kebedgy. 
Somehow,  we’ve  learned  to  read  and  do 
sums,  and  everything  seems  easier  now 
than  at  the  beginning. 
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CREATIVITY 


Fiona  Macaulay,  grade  1 


LETTUCE 

Lettuce  is  green,  lettuce  is  white 

Lettuce  is  all  the  colors  bright 

Lettuce  is  crunchy  when  you  chew 

It  is  good  for  rabbits,  for  me  and  for  you 

You  wash  it  in  the  water  to  clean  out  the  soil 

And  put  it  in  salads  with  vinegar  and  oil. 

-  Jenny  Landau,  Grade  Two 


I  would  like  to  be  a  vet  doctor  because  I  would  always  see 
animals  and  I  would  take  good  care  of  the  animals  that  came  to 
me.  And  if  they  need  a  needle  I  would  pretend  I  did  not  give  the 
needle  to  them  and  I  would  take  care  of  dogs  and  cats  and  kit¬ 
tens.  I  like  to  take  care  of  animals. 

The  end  of  my  story. 


Anna  Valliant,  Grade  One 


MY  LOUSY  UNIFORM 

I  have  a  lousy  uniform.  Boy,  is  it  lousy!  It’s  all  creased  and  muddy.  I  can’t  stand  it.  When  my  mother 
says  not  to  call  it  a  lousy  uniform  I  just  go  on  and  call  it  a  lousy  uniform.  One  day  I  came  to  my  mother 
and  said,  “MY  LOUSY  UNIFORM!”,  and  my  mother  got  so  mad,  she  got  all  red.  Boy  she  was  mad.  She 
even  felt  like  shooting  my  uniform  and  she  did  and  the  uniform  was  crying  and  it  died.  THE  END. 

-  Jackie  Appel,  Grade  Three 


Mummy  cats  are  big.  They  say  meow.  The  kittens  are 
small,  they  say  mew.  The  mummy  cat  had  lots  of  kit¬ 
tens.  The  kittens  look  cute. 

-  Kathy  Bliss,  Grade  One 


J.H.  Gr.  2 


HOW  THE  KANGAROO  GOT  ITS  POUCH 

The  kangaroo  got  its  pouch  because  kangaroos  have  very  bad  memories.  They  are 
always  hopping  off  and  forgetting  their  babies.  So  the  kangaroo  grew  a  pouch  to  keep 
her  babies  in. 


-  Jeremy  Towning,  Grade  Two 


Well  here  I  am  -  no  friends,  no  mother,  no  father,  no  sister  or  brother  -  nothing  -  completely  nothing. 
They  all  moved  away  from  me.  Do  you  want  to  hear  the  story?  Well,  it  all  took  place  when  I  started 
collecting  junk.  I  brought  home  some  junk.  My  brother  was  holding  his  nose!  My  mom  was  screaming 
and  my  dad,  oh  boy!  He  was  really  mad.  He  said,  “I  told  you  never  ever  to  bring  that  stuff  into  this  house 
again.  Do  you  understand,  young  lady?” 

“No  Dad,  I  don’t.” 

“O.K.,  I  will  give  you  a  choice  -  junk  or  us.” 

My  dad  was  sure  I  would  say  them  but  I  didn’t.  I  said,  “Junk,”  so  he  moved  with  everybody.  Boy!  I 
should  have  said  them,  because  now  my  dad  is  president  of  the  United  States  -  Jimmy  Carter! 

-  Genie  Cortez,  Grade  Three 
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KINDERGARTEN  STORIES  (as  told  to  Miss  Pappius) 


These  are  my  goldfish.  One  of  them  jumped  out  and  so  they  put  it  in  the  garborator.  When  we  went  to 
Prout’s  Neck  we  gave  them  to  Mrs.  Leeman,  my  Godmother,  and  she  wrote  a  letter  to  me,  and  it  was  the 
saddest  letter  I  ever  had.  He  jumped  out  and  now  I  have  no  goldfish. 

-  Christopher  Hallward 

The  big  sky  came  down  on  me.  The  clouds  fell.  And  the  moon.  And  the  sun. 

-  Sara  Landau 


My  cousin  was  outside  his  house  and  he  was  just  standing  there  looking  at  the  sky.  And  he  was 
saying,  “Oh!  I  wish  I  was  with  my  cousin  Emma.” 


-  Emma  Colby 

This  is  a  house  sitting  in  the  woods.  This  is  where  I  live.  And  I  play  in  the  afternoon  but  not  in  the 
night-time  because  it’s  too  dark.  And  I  try  to  get  the  weeds  out  for  mum  so  she  will  not  be  mad.  But  not 
the  flowers  because  they  are  pretty  and  mum  wants  them.  And  those  are  the  clouds.  But  it  is  night-time 
now  so  I  have  to  go  in.  And  mum  called  me  for  supper,  ’cause  supper  is  on  the  stove. 


The  sun  is  yellow 
The  sun  is  bright 
I  like  the  yellow  sun 
I  like  the  heat  of  the  fun  sun. 

-  Kyle  Jenkin,  Grade  One 


-  Kelly  Booth 

I  feel  excited  because  me  and  my 
cat  are  going  to  the  fair  and  we  are 
going  to  go  on  rides  in  ten  minutes. 

We  are  going  to  the  fair  and  we  are  so 
excited  that  me  and  my  cat  are  sleepy. 

-  Fiona  Macaulay,  Grade  One 


TERRIBLE 


J.H.  Gr.  2 


It  was  October  25th  1979.  I  was  going  to  be  8  in  2  days.  I  was  sick.  I  could  not  go 
to  school.  For  hours  I  lay  in  bed  feeling  very  sad.  2  hours  -  3:00  to  5:00  I  could  not 
sleep  because  at  school  they  were  having  the  Study  Bazaar  and  I  was  not  a  part  of  it. 
Oh  well!  Tomorrow  is  another  day!  I  HATE  BEING  SICK! 


UN  CHATEAU 


-  Kim  Saegert,  Grade  Three 
Julie  Heenan,  Grade  2 


II  6tait  un  fois, 

Un  chalet  fait  en  bois. 

II  s’en  vient  un  roi 

Qui  dit,  “Cette  maison  c’est  a  moi, 

Et  je  vais  etre  le  premier  roi 
Qui  fait  son  chateau  en  bois.” 

Mais  ses  amis 
Ont  ri  de  lui 
Quand  ils  sont  arrives 
Pour  la  faire  bruler. 

Quelques  jours  plus  tard, 

Sa  reine  6tait  morte. 

Le  roi  est  sorti  par  la  porte, 

Et  il  est  al 1 6  dehors  quand  il  faisait  beau, 
Puis  il  s’est  jett6  a  I’eau. 

-  Kim  Saegert,  Grade  Three 
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activities 


ECOLOGUES 


The  ecologues  club  consists  of  about  ten  students  in  the 
secondary  school  who  are  interested  in  plants  and  animals,  and 
who  are  eager  to  learn  about  their  environment.  We  started  off  in 
the  fall  by  planting  bulbs  around  the  school.  Later,  we  made  bird 
feeders  and  placed  them  in  different  locations  around  the  school 
grounds.  The  fish  tank  in  the  school  hall  was  an  idea  suggested 
by  members  of  the  Ecologues  Club.  There  have  been  other 
suggestions  such  as  taking  care  of  a  particular  animal  and  fin¬ 
ding  out  about  its  way  of  living.  Many  good  ideas  have  been 
brought  up  by  the  Ecologues,  and  we  hope  that  there  will  be 
many  more  to  come. 

We  hope  this  club  will  continue  for  many  years  with  the  great 
enthusiasm  it  had  this  year.  A  special  thanks  to  Mrs.  Scott  and 
Miss  Girard,  and  Grade  7  for  making  it  possible. 


BIG  SISTERS 


Evey  and  Betsy 


Every  year  it  has  been  the  task  of  the 
sixth  form  to  be  big  sisters  to  the  grade 
four  class  that  leaves  the  Lower  School. 
This  year,  the  task  was  given  to  Secondary 
III.  We  were  very  happy  to  accept  the  job, 
knowing  it  would  be  fun  and  a  good  op¬ 
portunity  to  get  to  know  people  younger 
than  ourselves.  We  accepted  the  task, 
unaware  of  what  it  entailed.  Both  the  little 
sisters  and  big  sisters  had  a  responsibility 
to  each  other. 

We  had  to  make  sure  that  our  little 
sisters  became  familiar  with  their  new 
surrounding  and  that  they  were  comfortable 
in  the  building.  They  assured  us  with  their 
friendly  gestures  and  visits  to  our  class¬ 
room  at  break  that  they  were  happy  with 
the  job  we  had  done  as  big  sisters. 

We  asked  grade  four  what  they  thought 
was  good  about  having  big  sisters,  and  they 
said  that  we  could  help  them  when  they 
needed  us.  Both  the  little  sisters  and  their 
big  sisters  have  learned  many  things  from 
each  other  this  year,  and  we  have  all 
become  very  good  friends. 


MIDDLE  SCHOOL 
ACTIVITIES 

Pottery,  carpentry,  dramatics, 
handicrafts,  and  creative  activities 
in  French  -  these  are  the  oc¬ 
cupations  students  in  grades 
four,  five,  and  six  enjoy  on 
Thursday  afternoons.  Judging  by 
the  enthusiasm  of  the  girls  and 
participating  teachers,  Middle 
School  Activities  provide  a  real 
challenge  and  a  good  deal  of 
pleasure  each  week. 


Prime  Minister:  Claudia  Lach 
Minister  of  the  Crown:  Tina  Otto 
Speaker  of  the  House:  Mr.  Hamilton 


“Be  it  resolved  that  this  year's  Study  Debating  Club  is  the  best  club  in  the  school  and  is 
better  than  it  ever  has  been.” 


We,  the  Government,  feel  that  the  Debating  Club  has  changed  considerablythis  year  due 
to  the  enthusiastic  participation  of  its  members.  Because  of  the  large  number  of  eager 
debaters,  the  club  had  to  be  split  into  junior  and  senior  divisions. 

Aside  from  debates  within  the  school  every  Monday,  we  have  attended  and  hosted  many 
inter-scholastical  debates  and  tournaments,  and  our  teams  have  debated  against  a  great 
variety  of  schools,  including  E.C.S.,  Westmount  High,  St.  George’s,  Sacred  Heart,  Trafalgar, 
Selwyn  House,  Loyola  High,  Quebec  High,  Lower  Canada  College,  Dawson  College,  Vanier 
College,  Marianopolis  College,  St.  Thomas,  and  John  XXIII.  The  Study  Debating  Club  has 
gained  widespread  fame  by  doing  remarkably  well  in  the  1980  pre-provincial  and  provincial 
debating  tournaments  (the  first  year  The  Study  has  ever  competed  at  this  level),  and  has 
even  appeared  on  television! 

As  a  result  of  this  year’s  strong  competitive  debating  spirit,  the  Club  has  become  one  of 
the  school’s  best  known  activities  and  there  was  always  a  large  turnout  of  enthralled 
spectators  when  The  Study  was  hosting  debates. 

The  Club’s  motivated  debaters  have  made  great  progress  this  year  and  have  welcomed  the 
challenging  experiences  that  debating  has  to  offer  them.  All  in  all,  it’s  been  the  best  year  of 
debating  that  this  school  has  ever  seen! 

As  the  Government  has  proven  its  points  beyond  a  doubt  and  there  is  no  Opposition,  the 
resolution  is  carried. 


DEBATE  CLUB 


CHOIR 

The  Study  choir  is  made  up  of  fifty-eight  students  in  grades  seven  to  eleven.  Rehearsing 
twice  a  week  under  the  leadership  of  Mrs.  McCallum,  the  choir  provides  the  school  with  oc¬ 
casional  early  morning  mini  concerts,  as  well  as  working  hard  to  make  the  annual  Christmas 
Carol  Concert  and  Church  Service  great  successes. 

At  the  school  Christmas  party,  following  an  old  Study  tradition,  a  sixth  form  choir  member 
(Wi  I  la  Stevenson)  sang  the  part  of  the  king  in  “Good  King  Wenceslas”,  accompanied  by  a 
grade  five  student  (Julie  Anderson)  who  was  the  page.  Coincidentally,  Willa  had  also  been 
chosen  to  sing  the  part  of  the  page  in  grade  five.  This  was  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  The 
Study  that  one  girl  has  filled  both  roles. 

All  in  all,  the  choir  has  had  a  hard-working,  successful,  and  rewarding  year.  Many  thanks  to 
Mrs.  McCallum  for  her  dedication  and  hard  work. 


GLEE  CLUB 


(Sung  to  the  tune  of  “Boogie  Woogie  Bugle  Boy  of  Company  B”) 

“They  were  eight  swingin’  girls  in  their  final  year, 

Anxious  to  sing  songs  for  all  the  world  to  hear, 

They  met  on  Monday  afternoons, 

Practicing  hard  and  learning  new  boogie  tunes, 

They  really  livened  things  up 
When  they  sang  ‘Bugle  Boy’, 

And  we  hope  to  see  another  swingin’  glee  club  next  year!” 
Many  thanks  to  Mrs.  McCallum  for  ail  her  help. 


Every  Friday,  as  soon  as  the  1:00  P.M.  lunch  bell  rings,  twenty  enthusiastic  students  storm  up  to  the 
art  room  for  forty  minutes  of  creative  drama.  This  activity  is  open  to  those  students  of  grades  nine,  ten, 
and  eleven  who  like  to  explore  their  hidden  talents  and  who  don’t  mind  making  fools  of  themselves  once 
in  a  while.  Everyone  learns  about  herself  while  having  a  lot  of  fun  doing  relaxation  exercises,  playing 
games  of  memory  and  trust,  and  putting  on  little  skits  of  her  own. 

Thank  you,  Ms.  Biggs,  for  all  you’ve  done.  (Break  a  leg!) 

CREATIVE  DRAMA  VISITS  THE  STUDY:  On  Thursday,  November  8,  five  members  of  the  Phoenix  Theatre 
Company  visited  us.  We  all  enjoyed  their  professional  performance  of  excerpts  from  “The  Glass 
Menagerie”  and  hope  they  will  come  again  next  year.  We  also  had  an  excursion  to  see  a  performance  of 
Maxim  Magumdar  whose  Newfoundland  theatre  company  later  provided  for  us  a  lovely  Shakespearean 
afternoon  and  children’s  theatre  morning. 
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I  loved  the  Study  Bazaar.  It  was  fun.  We 
went  to  the  Fish  pond  ten  thousand  times. 
When  we  were  hungry  we  went  to  the 
Children’s  tea  room  (the  Teddy  bears’ 
picnic!),  yummy!  The  theme  was  Winnie  the 
Pooh,  it  was  cute.  They  had  lots  of  Winnie 
the  Pooh  signs.  In  the  gym,  they  were 
selling  pet  snails  and  mine  was  called  “Neil 
Young”.  Then  we  went  to  the  Fish  Pond 
and  I  won  a  bean  bag  I  We  tried  to  go  to  the 
Spook  House  but  the  line  was  too  long,  oh 
well.  There  was  lots  to  buy  and  eat.  At  5:00 
p.m.  the  bell  rang  and  I  went  home  with  my 
mommy.  It  was  the  best  bazaar  ever! 


Many  thanks  to  the  whole  school  for  all  your  hard 
work  and  support. 


The  Sixth  Form 


PUBLIC  SPEAKING 


On  February  6,  1980,  The  Study  hosted  a  Q.A.I.S.  Pubiic 
Speaking  competition.  There  were  twenty-nine  contestants 
from  fourteen  different  schools.  Generally,  the  speeches 
were  varied,  well-constructed,  and  well  presented.  It  was  an 
interesting  and  fun  evening. 

FIRST  PRIZE:  Sheila  Nayar  (Sacred  Heart) 

SECOND  PRIZE:  Cynthia  Caron  (The  Study 

Nancy  Echenberg  (Trafalgar) 

THIRD  PRIZE:  Sean  Lafleur  (Selwyn  House) 

Greg  Onyzschuck  (Lower  Canada  College) 
HONOURABLE  MENTIONS:  Ann  Hallward  (Bishop’s) 

John  Shannon  (Selwyn  House) 


On  March  7,  1980,  Claudia  Lach  (representing 
The  Study)  participated  in  the  Rotary  Club  Public 
Speaking  Competition,  held  at  the  Convent  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  and  did  so  with  excellent 
effort. 


IT’S  SHOWTIME,  FOLKS! 


CHRISTMAS 

PARTY 


With  a  visit  from  Santa  Claus, 
performances  by  the  Glee  Club  and 
Gary  Silver  the  magician,  and  Sots  of 
good  food  for  everyone,  this  year’s 
Christmas  party  had  a  definite 
festive  atmosphere.  The  En¬ 
tertainment  Committee  would  like  to 
extend  its  special  thanks  to 
everyone  who  helped  to  make  this 
year’s  Christmas  celebration  such  a 
success. 


ST.  PAT’S  PERFECT  PARTY 


Instead  of  the  traditional  Valentine’s  party 
for  the  Lower  School,  this  year's  Sixth  Form 
organised  a  St.  Patrick’s  party.  With  a  little 
leprechaun  magic  and  hard  work,  red  hearts 
changed  into  green  four-leaf  clovers,  and  we 
donned  green  outfits,  and  the  Lower  School 
made  pretty  St.  Patrick’s  hats.  Everyone  had 
a  great  time  playing  “pass-the-parcel”  and 
finding  hidden  leprechaun  chocolates.  Some 
leprechauns  performed  a  puppet  show.  By 
3:00  p.m.,  everyone  was  filled  with  lemonade 
and  cookies  and  laughter,  and  this  was  the 
end  of  our  “Perfect  Pat’s  Day’’. 
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This  year  was  The  Study’s  twentieth  anniversary  of  being  located  on  the 
Boulevard.  This  occasion  called  for  celebration  and  Friday,  April  11,  was  chosen 
as  the  day  to  hold  a  big  birthday  party.  At  11:10,  the  celebration  began  with  a 
talent  show  that  everyone  loved.  There  were  acts  from  almost  every  grade,  ranging 
from  musical  performances  and  original  skits  to  tap  dancing,  a  sword  dance,  and 
gym  routines.  When  the  talent  show  was  over,  the  whole  school  piled  into  the 
lunchroom  to  eat.  Following  lunch,  there  was  a  slide  show  on  the  move  into  the 
new  building  and  then  a  staff  debate:  “Be  it  resolved  that  corporal  punishment 
should  be  mandatory.”  Mrs.  Scott  and  Mr.  Hamilton  represented  the  Government, 
and  Ms.  Biggs  and  Mrs.  Ronsley,  the  Opposition.  It  was  fun  to  watch  ...  but  little 
did  the  students  know  that  backstage,  the  Ched  Cheeslemeyer  Choir  was 
preparing  to  sing  Fifties  and  Sixties  style  music  for  the  Study  girls.  This  group  is 
made  up  of  a  group  of  four  boys  from  L.C.C.  and  was  so  popular  that  it  sang 
several  encores.  The  final  moment  was  the  arrival  of  three  huge  birthday  cakes, 
which  were  devoured  in  the  old  Study  style. 

In  the  evening,  there  was  a  celebration  to  end  all  others:  a  coffee  house  for 
grades  seven  and  eight.  This  was  a  great  success  and  a  lot  of  fun.  The  whole  day 
was  very  exciting  and  enjoyable  and  a  great  way  to  commemorate  our  school’s 
birthday. 


HAPPY 

BIRTHDAY 


LIBRARY  COMMITTEE 


BACK  ROW: 
Angelina  Vesely 
Cynthia  Lank 
Carol  Turner 
Cynthia  Caron 
Claudia  Lach 
FRONT  ROW: 
Valerie  Pepler 
Willa  Stevenson 
Jane  Whittall 
Heather  Avrith 
Susan  Oliver 


The  Study  library  is  not  your  ordinary,  everyday  library.  It  has  a  few  special  (unique)  qualities  ail  of  its  own  -  comfortable  chairs  (and  floor),  for  example.  Most  people  go  to 
the  library  to  read  or  work,  but  occasionally,  a  few  Studyites  use  the  library  for  some  rather  “unstudylike”  study  periods. 

Despite  Mrs.  Vivian’s  and  my  attempts,  pleas,  and  threats,  there  are  always  lots  of  overdue  books.  Some  things  never  change.  However,  the  Study  library  just  wouldn’t  be  the 
Study  library  without  all  this. 

Our  library  is  growing  in  quality  as  well  as  quantity  ail  the  time  thanks  to  Mrs.  Vivian’s  hard  work  and  efficiency.  Also,  a  special  thanks  to  the  library  committee  for  a  job  well 
done. 


EDITORIAL  COMMITTEE 


EDITOR  -  Claudia  Lach 

SUB-EDITOR  -  Kathy  Goddard 

GRAD  EDITOR  -  Tina  Otto 

ARTISTS  -  Bethany  Harper,  Linda  Rudberg 

JUNIOR  SCHOOL  EDITOR  -  Heather  Avrith 

SPORTS  EDITOR  -  Jen  McRobert 

S.O.G.A.  EDITOR  -  Sara  Price 


As  we  sit  now  in  front  of  the  typewriter  in  Room  4  (com¬ 
monly  known  to  us  as  the  “Yearbook  Room”),  we  look  back  on 
our  year  of  hard  work  (in  which  we  managed  to  remain  friends 
and  not  get  on  each  other’s  nerves  -  or  almost,  anyway!) 

We  think  back  to  the  mad  rushes  to  get  last  minute  details 
taken  care  of  on  the  day  of  (or  after)  our  deadline  (much  to  the 
aggravation  of  our  yearbook  advisor,  Ms.  Biggs).  We  will 
remember,  too,  the  satisfaction  of  finishing  a  neat,  tidy,  ap¬ 
pealing  page  -  copy-boxes  drawn  and  photos  glued  in  place. 

Let  us  not  forget  the  nagging  done  at  our  various  depart¬ 
ment  editors  (to  whom  we  owe  many  thanks!). 

One  could  say  this  yearbook  is  a  memory  book,  capturing 
yet  another  school  year  for  all  of  you  to  look  back  on,  to  laugh 
at  your  class  pictures  and  candids  in  the  future. 

Many  thanks  to  all  who  contributed  to  the  yearbook,  and 
we’re  sorry  wo  didn’t  have  room  to  print  everything  that  came 
in  to  us.  There’s  always  next  year. 

Claudia  and  Kathy 


GRADE  10  REP  -  Cynthia  Lank 
GRADE  9  REP  -  Amy  Wail 
ADVERTISING  -  Valerie  Pepler 
-  Linda  Rudberg 


46 


ON  THE  GO ! 


OTTAWA 


LES  SECOND  AIRES  IV  A  QUEBEC 


MONT  STE.  HILAIRE 

Late  in  September,  on  a  beautiful  autumn  morning,  grades  four, 
five,  six,  and  eleven  journeyed  to  Mont  Ste.  Hilaire.  We  ac¬ 
complished  a  lot,  learning  much  about  biology  and  nature,  but  we 
also  had  a  wonderful  time  just  enjoying  the  beauty  around  us.  The 
grade  eleven  biology  students  busied  themselves  with  soil  and 
water  samples  and  plant  specimens  for  their  presentations.  The 
other  classes  did  leaf  and  bark  tracings  and,  later,  played  outdoor 
house  games. 

The  change  in  atmosphere,  from  the  indoor  classroom  to  the 
outdoors,  benefited  us  in  many  ways.  Let’s  hope  this  trip  remains  a 
Study  tradition  for  many  years  to  come. 


On  Thursday,  May  15,  Mr.  Hamilton  and 
Mrs.  Cooke  accompanied  the  Sixth  Form  to 
Ottawa  for  the  day.  It  was  a  most  enjoyable 
day;  we  went  to  the  War  Museum  and  to 
Question  Period  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
We  were  all  thrilled  to  see  Prime  Minister 
Trudeau  and  Joe  Clark,  as  well  as  many  other 
MP’s. 

We  ended  this  most  interesting  and 
educational  day  at  the  Museum  of  Science 
and  Technology. 

Thanks,  “mum  and  dad”. 


Nous  avons  quitt6  l’6cole  vers  8h  du  matin  et  notre  premier  arrfit  a  6t6  i  I’Aquarium  de  Qu6bec.  Ld,  nous 
avons  vu  des  poissons  de  toutes  sortes;  de  la  region  au  tropicaux,  des  phoques,  et  d’6normes  serpents.  C'est 
Id  aussi  que  nous  avons  piqueniqud,  prds  du  fleuve.  Puis  nous  sommes  allies  au  Sdminaire  de  Qudbec,  oil 
nous  avons  eu  une  visite  guidde  par  un  des  dtudiants.  Le  Sdminaire  est  vieux  de  300  ans.  mais  c’est  encore 
une  dcole.  Aprds  cela,  nous  nous  sommes  promendes  dans  le  vieux  Qudbec;  nous  avons  visitd  la  Place 
Royale  et  des  maisons  restaurdes.  Ensuite  nous  sommes  alldes  visiter  le  Parlement  et  aprds  nous  avons  eu 
de  temps  libre.  Quelques-unes  ont  fait  un  tour  en  caldche,  d’autres  sont  alldes  d  une  terrasse  de  cafd  ou  voir 
les  magasins.  Vers  6h30,  nous  nous  sommes  retrouvdes  dans  un  restaurant  prds  du  Chdteau  Frontenac  oil 
nous  avons  eu  un  excellent  repas.  Nous  dtions  de  retour  d  Montrdal  vers  minuit,  fatigudes  mais  heureuses 
d’une  si  belie  journde. 


SIXTH  FORM  SEMINAR 


On  April  14  and  15,  the  Sixth  Form  went  to  the  Montreal 
Military  and  Maritime  Museum  for  a  seminar.  We  were  ac¬ 
companied  by  Mr.  Hamilton  and  Mrs.  Cooke  on  the  first  day,  and 
on  the  second  day,  Mrs.  Scott  and  Ms.  Biggs  joined  us  to  see  our 
work.  We  were  allowed  to  work  with  the  museum’s  materials 
(such  as  ancient  documents  and  instruments)  for  the  first  day  and 
a  half.  Then,  we  presented  our  findings  to  everyone.  On  the 
second  day,  we  had  a  delicious  lunch  at  Le  Festin  du  Gouverneur, 
which  was  served  in  true  new  France  style,  complete  with  pewter 
soup  bowls  and  plates.  All  in  all,  it  was  a  great  two  days,  and  we 
learned  a  great  deal  from  our  research.  Thanks  very  much,  Mr.  H. 
and  Mrs.  C. 


BETA  LAMDA 

BA 


Population  -  42 

Population  density  -  one  grade  per  corner 

Climate  -  Throughout  the  week,  mild  precipitation  but  on  Thursday  morning  abundant  flow  of  excellents. 
Way  of  life  -  Full  of  enthusiasm  and  spirit  with  the  memorable  times  of  despair. 

Agriculture  -  Fertile  grounds  produce  excellents.  However,  lates,  rules,  and  returns  due  to  drought  (alias  - 
lack  of  attention) 

Dictators  -  Susan  Oliver,  Pam  Gregory,  and  Linda  Mackenzie. 

C.I.A.  -  Mrs.  Cross,  Mrs.  Baugniet,  Mrs.  Balfour,  Mme.  Jasmin,  Miss  Tedeschi. 

Location  -  Anywhere  that  can  withstand  the  noise  of  42  rowdy  Beta  Lambdians. 

Rivals  -  M.G.,  K.P.,  D.B. 

Input  -  Excellents,  sports  points,  House  points. 

Destination  *  Winning  house. 

Famous  last  words  •  Keep  those  excellents  coming  and  thanks  a  lot!  Good  luck  next  year. 


DELTA  BETA 

AB 


“Our  house  is  red  hot 
Let’s  show  ’em  what  we  got!” 

...  Like  collecting  excellents 
at  the  last  minute; 

Frenzied  pillow-making; 
Attempts  to  win  it! 

Out-spelling,  out-cheering, 
Out-doing  them  all, 

While  working  and  laughing 
We’ve  all  had  a  ball. 

“  ’Cause  we’ve  got  the  spirit  - 
Come  on  let’s  hear  it”  - 

for  Delta  Beta! 

Willa 

Cinny 

Cynthia 

House  Advisors  -  Mrs.  Ronsley 
-  Ms.  Biggs 
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KAPPA  RHO 

KP 

Well  guys,  it’s  been  fun,  Kappa  Rho  has  really  shown  it’s  got  the  spirit!  You’ve  all  been  great,  and  we 
wouldn’t  have  done  it  without  your  enthusiasm.  Even  though  our  enthusiasm  wasn’t  drowned  out  by  our 
amount  of  excellents,  we  still  had  a  great  year.  We  wish  you  the  best  of  luck  in  the  future.  As  long  as 
/ou’re  doing  your  best  and  having  fun  doing  it,  that’s  what  counts. 

We  would  like  to  say  a  special  thank-you  to  Mrs.  Lennard  and  Miss  Girard,  our  house  advisors,  who 
were  with  us  all  the  way. 

Cherished  memories  ...  House  parties  ...  102  excellents  ...  Cheers  ...  Lollipops  ...  (Come  on,  you  guys!) 

Good  luck  K.P. 


Laurie 

Evey 

Liz 


MU  GAMMA 


Mr 


Head 
Sub-Head 
Sports  Captain 
House  Advisors 


Cindy  Caron 
Martha  Dingle 
Jill  T6trault 
Mr.  Hamilton 
Mrs.  Cooke 


Included  in  Mu  Gamma’s  ranks  are  representatives  of  many 
diverse  talents.  In  our  House  are  some  of  the  school’s  greatest 
athletes  and,  on  the  other  hand,  some  of  the  best  spellers,  history 
buffs,  and  Reach-for-the-toppers  ever  known  to  the  Study. 

This  year,  having  decided  to  reorganize  the  House  meetings,  we 
were  able  to  concentrate  on  increasing  House  spirit.  We  feel  it’s 
been  a  terrific  year,  and  the  new  enthusiasm  has  benefited  us 
greatly. 

We  extend  many  thanks  to  our  house  advisors,  Mr.  Hamilton 
and  Mrs.  Cooke,  for  their  unfailing  support  as  well  as  to  the  most 
recent  additions  to  our  numbers  Mme.  Glorieux,  Mrs.  McCallum, 
and  Mrs.  Wright. 

Keep  the  enthusiasm  and  House  spirit  rising,  Mu  Gamma! 

Good  luck! 
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Treasurer’s  Report 

Twas  The  Day  Before  Collection 

(with  apologies  to  C.  Moore) 

Twas  the  day  before  collection 
And  all  thru’  the  school 
Not  a  coin  was  a-jingling 
The  collection  plates  were  cool. 

The  pupils  seated, 

All  snug  in  their  seats 
Thinking  of  holidays 
And  other  such  treats. 

When  up  upon  the  stage 
There  arose  a  great  din. 

’Twas  only  the  treasurer 
Saying,  “BRING  MONEY  IN! 

Tomorrow’s  the  day 
we  collect  for  our  cause 
So  please  all  be  generous 
and  play  Santa  Claus. 

Let’s  make  it  a  good  one 
And  give  all  you  can. 

Remember  our  foster  child 
Young  Jin  Moon  Han.” 

Then  she  leaped 
From  the  stage 
Giving  all  a  great  fright 
Saying,  “Think  of  the  bunny 
And  to  all,  a  good  night!” 


Thanks  to  great  enthusiasm  and  much 
generosity  on  the  part  of  students  and  staff,  this 
year’s  “collections”  amounted  to  over  $600. 

With  funds  raised  at  the  bazaar  and  through 
Wednesday  “collections”,  we  were  able  to  give 
donations  to  Head  and  Hands  and  the  Unitarian 
Service  Committee  (bazaar  charities)  and  to  other 
causes  such  as  the  Boat  People,  Centraide,  the 
S.P.C.A.,  the  Cancer  Society,  and  the  Montreal 
General  Hospital  Research  Fund. 

Through  the  Canadian  Save  the  Children  Fund, 
we  again  sponsored  17-year-old  Jin  Moon  Han 
from  Korea.  Our  financial  support  has  enabled 
him  to  continue  his  education  and  pursue  his 
interest  in  athletics  (in  which  he  shows  much 
promise). 

Bunny  (this  year’s  treasury  mascot)  and  I  thank 
you  for  a  wonderful  year.  We  hope  you  feel  the 
gratification  you  deserve,  as  your  support  has 
aided  many  people  less  fortunate  than  yourselves. 

Best  wishes  through  the  rest  of  your  Study 
careers,  for  those  of  you  still  in  the  school,  and  a 
general  thanks  to  all. 

Cynthia  Caron 
and 
Bunny 
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HALLOWE’EN 


HORSES  ARE  MY  THINGS 


Dark,  creepy,  eerie  sounds, 
Footsteps  silently  padding  away, 
A  movement  in  the  shadows. 

A  shriek! 

The  dark,  misty  night 
Hides  the  gruesome  beings, 

A  bat  flies  away  in  the  moonlight 
A  witch  flies  on  her  broomstick 
And  cackles  the  night  away. 

A  jack-o-lantern  grins  fearfully, 
And  skeletons,  goblins,  ghosts, 
Witches,  spooks  hide  away 
'Till  next  Hallowe’en, 

For  at  midnight  they  must  go! 

Christine  Meula,  Grade  4 
Yearbook  Poetry  Competition 
Junior  First  Prize 


Horses  on  the  pathways, 

Horses  in  the  ring. 

Sand  flying  on  their  hooves, 
They  love  to  gallop  ’round, 
Manes  blowing  in  the  wild  wind. 
Excitement  in  my  heart, 

Joy  upon  my  face, 

This  is  my  place. 

Ali  Yaphe,  Grade  4 


CAROL! OTTO 
seccwdarv  x. 
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SECONDARY  v 


THERE  IS  ALWAYS  A  TOMORROW 

My  brother  has  a  bright,  blue  button  with  big,  bold,  black  letters  spelling  out  the  saying  “Father  Time  is  a  fink!’’  It  was  given  to 
him  on  his  birthday  and  is  currently  collecting  dust  on  a  bureau.  I’ve  been  trying  to  figure  out  how  such  a  saying  applies  to  a 
twenty-six  year  old  male,  However,  I  do  know  several  people  of  my  parents’  generation  on  whose  birthday  card  the  saying  would  be 
perfect.  Although,  I  suppose  to  a  woman  of  forty  who's  pretending  to  be  thirty  it  might  lose  some  of  its  humourous  appeal  and  be 
assigned  to  the  garbage  can. 

But  now,  if  you’re  older,  let’s  say  fourteen,  sit  down  and  think.  Think  about  when  you  were  little  and  figure  out  if  Father  Time 
was  ever  a  fink,  even  to  a  young  person,  who,  according  to  the  world-weary  wise  ones  on  the  wrong  side  of  thirty,  is  just  beginning 
life. 

On  Sunday  night,  with  a  week’s  worth  of  tests  stretching  endlessly  before  me,  time  seems  incredibly  unkind  and  difficult.  The 
“weight  of  the  world”  may  be  on  the  shoulders  of  the  adults,  but  the  weight  of  centuries  of  knowledge  is  on  ours.  In  a  few  short 
years  (how  long  they  seem!)  we’re  expected  to  learn  what  it  took  Man  centuries  to  figure  out!  However,  I  guess  the  expression 
“The  grass  is  always  greener  on  the  other  side”  is  true.  My  parents  always  seem  to  be  in  reverie  of  the  days  when  they  presumably 
led  a  carefree  and  problemless  life.  Well,  take  the  generation  gap,  as  a  literal  gap  -  like  two  cliffs  with  a  bottomless  pit  in  between. 
There  must  be  a  magical  mist  in  that  pit  that  makes  the  grass  on  this  side  look  lush  and  green,  as  long  as  you’re  on  the  other  side; 
or  maybe  everything  looks  better  through  the  distance  and  dimness  of  time.  When  you’re  standing  on  this  side,  it  looks  as  if  there 
was  a  drought  that  withered  the  grass  to  a  dull  and  brittle  brown,  and  I  lovingly  look  back  to  the  days  of  my  “youth”.  It  seems 
terribly  long  ago  -  it  must  be  ten  years  -  a  whole  decade!  Life  was  so  easy  and  simple  then,  a  whole  world  waiting  to  be  explored! 
The  excitement  of  going  to  school;  the  long,  sweet  summers  in  the  country,  exploring  distant  fields  and  forests  like  a  little  traveller 
seeing  the  world,  a  very  limited  world  perhaps,  but  not  to  me  at  the  time.  Now,  almost  the  only  time  I  see  a  sunset  not  blemished 
by  pollution  is  on  a  color  television  screen.  The  last  time  I  saw  a  frog,  he  was  lying  on  a  dissecting  tray  as  if  garbage  had  been 
sitting  there  all  night,  and  the  only  real  pig  I've  ever  seen  was  pickled  -  in  a  jar!  What  a  crazy  way  to  learn  about  nature! 

Especially  in  the  past  two  years,  I’ve  been  so  busy  learning  what  makes  things,  that  I  haven’t  had  time  to  just  sit  back  and  watch 
things  work.  Yet,  I  know  when  this  year  is  over,  I'll  leave  the  protection  of  high  school  and  home  and  lose  something  I  will  never 
again  be  able  to  grasp  (never  is  such  a  long  time).  These,  sometimes,  happy,  always  hectic  days  will  become  rosy  memories  like  my 
slumber  parties  and  swing-set.  One  day,  I’ll  find  Father  Time  has  spirited  me  away  to  the  other  side  of  the  “generation  gap”.  The 
sun  will  shine  through  the  hazy  mist  remind  me  that  this  side  has  lush,  green  grass  too.  I  thank  you,  Father  Time.  You  are  not  a 
fink,  for  you  will  always  give  me  a  tomorrow. 


Heather  Avrith,  Seconday  V 
Yearbook  Literary  Competition 
Senior  First  Prize 
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ESCAPE 


A  small  child  places  some  cookies,  a  teddy  bear,  a  colouring  book,  and  crayons  on  a  comfort  blanket  and  ties  it  to  the  head  of  a  hobby 
horse. 

Down  in  the  living  room,  broken  vases  and  china  are  strewn  on  the  floor,  and  a  chair  is  over-turned.  These  are  the  remnants  of  another 
of  his  parents’  frequent  fights.  The  boy’s  mother  sits  sobbing  heavily  in  an  armchair  as  he  creeps  unnoticed  past  the  living  room  door 
and  into  the  streets.  He  is  running  away  from  a  crisis  he  does  not  even  understand. 

A  nineteen-year-old  boy  sits  alone  in  his  apartment  with  a  bottle  of  “uppers”  grasped  in  his  hand.  In  his  other  hand,  he  holds  a  “Dear 
John”  letter  from  the  girl  he  loved.  A  glass  of  water  washes  down  two  or  three  pills,  and  the  teenager  lies  back  and  awaits  the  effects. 
He  begins  to  laugh  and  sing.  His  life  is  now  an  illusion.  His  vision  is  unclear.  He  feels  good  and  longs  to  remain  in  this,  his  paper  fan¬ 
tasy. 

A  middle-aged  man  sits  alone  at  the  bar,  hunched  over  and  leaning  dependency  on  the  counter  for  support.  His  face  is  long  and 
emaciated,  and  the  smell  of  cheap  gin  and  stale  cigarettes  hangs  heavily  about  him.  He  gazes  absent-mindedly  at  the  jovial  young 
people  at  the  far  end  of  the  bar.  The  man  laughs  mirthlessly,  thinking  of  the  life  he  never  had,  and  two  tears  escape  from  his  ex¬ 
pressionless  eyes.  He  glances  down  at  his  empty  glass,  clutched  desperately  between  his  pale  hands,  and  orders  yet  another  gin  and 
tonic.  He  longs  to  be  freed  from  his  drab  reality.  He  seeks  his  freedom  in  the  taverns  and  pubs. 

In  a  nursing  home,  an  old  man  awaits  the  arrival  of  non-existent  visitors.  He  reflects  upon  his  life.  He  remembers  a  lonely  child 
wandering  the  streets,  lost  and  confused.  He  remembers  too,  a  broken-hearted  teenager  abandoned  by  the  only  person  who  had  ever 
cared  for  him.  Lastly,  he  remembers  a  man  sitting  listlessly  at  a  bar  dulling  the  pains  of  his  existence. 

It  had  been  such  a  miserable  life,  so  little  to  look  forward  to,  and  now,  nothing  worth  looking  back  on.  He  had  lived  from  one  day  to  the 
next,  knowing  that  his  tomorrows  would  bring  nothing. 

Now,  as  the  old  man  nods  off  to  sleep  in  an  arm-chair  he  likes  to  call  his  own,  he  thinks  of  the  temporary  relief  he  will  now  find  in  his 
dream  world.  As  he  slips  into  his  fantasies,  he  prays  to  a  God  he  does  not  really  believe  in  for  release  from  this  life  of  avoiding  reality.  He 
is  praying  for  his  final  and  terminal  release. 


A  NIGHT  AT  THE  MOVIES  -  OR  SO  YOU  THOUGHT 

It’s  nine  o’clock,  you  jump  to  your  seat. 

Popcorn  and  chips  in  a  bowl  at  your  feet. 

You  turn  on  the  TV,  the  picture  is  on, 

Godzilla  the  eighth  meets  hairy  King  Kong. 

You  look  outside,  the  setting  is  right 

It’s  rainy  and  cloudy  this  dark  autumn  night 

How  long  have  you  waited  this  picture  to  see? 

A  month?  A  year?  A  century? 

But  just  as  you  get  the  first  glimpse  of  this  monster 
Out  comes  a  man  with  a  word  from  the  sponsor 
He  smiles  as  he  tells  you  for  a  very  small  fee 
You  can  buy  twenty  boxes  of  pure  Vitamin  C. 

Then  a  lady  appears,  all  smiling  and  sunny, 

Saying  “in  your  wallet,  don’t  keep  your  money!” 

You  may  lose  it  driving,  hiking, 

Swimming,  skiing,  riding,  or  biking 
But  if  you  carry  American  Express 
You  will  never  be  in  a  mess 
If  it  gets  lost  ...  just  you  see, 

They  will  refund  it  most  happily. 

The  commercials  continue  one  after  another 
With  mothers  and  fathers,  two  sisters,  a  brother 
They  talk  about  cakes  and  coffees  and  breads 
They  talk  about  crackers,  cheese  dips  and  spreads 
They  keep  on  talking  or  singing  their  song 
What  happened  to  Godzilla?  Where  is  King  Kong? 
Then  the  show  comes  on,  I  watch  with  a  smile 
But  it  only  lasts  for  a  very  short  while, 

’Cause  just  when  Godzilla  is  killing  King  Kong 

The  announcer  appears  saying  “This  won’t  take 

long” 

Then  out  comes  a  lady  who  says  full  of  glee 
“They  say  Harry  married  me  for  my  coffee” 

I  spring  from  my  chair  and  just  catch  myself 
From  tipping  the  set  right  off  the  shelf 
I  run  to  the  pantry  and  with  a  loud  shout 
I  get  all  my  coffee  and  throw  it  all  out. 

The  next  commercial  (of  which  I’ve  no  clue) 

But  whatever  it  is,  I  throw  it  out  too! 

I  then  proceed  to  throw  out  my  bread 
My  crackers,  my  cheese,  my  stove  ...  my  BED, 

My  stove,  my  bike,  my  ping-pong  net, 

’Till  all  that  is  left  are  me  and  my  set 
So  next  time  it’s  time  and  you  jump  to  your  seat 
A  bowl  of  popcorn  and  chips  at  your  feet 
Read  this  poem  and  please  beware 
Turn  off  your  set  and  go  play  solitaire. 

Karen  Yarosky,  Secondary  III 
Senior  Poetry,  First  Prize 


Kathy  Goddard,  Secondary  V 


QUESTIONS 
In  this  computer  age 

Almost  every  question  has  a  logical  answer, 

Yet  no  one  can  say 

Why  white  skin  is  better  than  black, 

Or  why  it  is  always  Me  first. 

The  only  answer  is: 

There  is  no  reason. 

If  the  world  wishes  to  exist, 

It  must  look  beyond  the  colour  of  the  skin, 
And  it  must  share  and  be  considerate  of 
others. 

What  matters  is  not  what  you  look  like, 

But  how  you  act. 

It  is  not  what  you  have  or  do  not  have, 

But  what  you  are. 

To  make  this  world  a  better  place  to  live  in, 
We  will  have  to  erase  the  former  questions. 

Mary  Hallward,  Secondary  I 
Yearbook  Poetry  Competition 
Middle  School  First  Prize 


Mon  Arbre  C’est  un  Erable 

Moi,  j’ai  un  grand  arbre,  un  drable.  Je  peux  y 
monter  tres  haut  puis  voir  Montreal.  En 
automne,  beaucoup  de  piles  de  feuilles  sont 
&  terre.  J’aime  mon  arbre.  Je  pense  qu’il  a 
douze  pieds  de  hauteur,  il  est  tres,  tres 
grand.  II  est  aussi  tres  beau.  Mon  arbre  a  huit 
ans  et  demi.  En  6t6  je  peux  jouer  a  cache- 
cache  dans  I’arbre. 

Carolyn  Kidney,  Grade  4 
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A  FALLING  STAR 


One  night  Susie’s  parents  went  to  a  restaurant.  That  meant  Susie  had  to  stay  alone  at  home. 

When  her  mother  and  father  left,  she  took  a  stool,  put  it  by  the  window,  and  as  usual,  she  watched  the  sky.  The  sky  was  blue, 
really  blue,  and  the  stars  were  shining  bright. 

Susie  was  lonely.  She  wished  she  had  a  friend  and  that  her  father  and  mother  wouldn’t  leave  her  at  home  alone  but  she  knew 
that  could  not  happen. 

Just  then,  one  big  tear  fell  and  a  star  came  falling  from  the  sky.  It  landed  on  the  windowsill,  and  got  up  and  knocked  at  Susie’s 
window,  Susie  heard  the  knock,  opened  the  window,  let  the  creature  in,  and  did  not  know  what  to  say.  She  was  scared.  Then  the 
star  said,  “I  am  your  friend.  Don’t  be  afraid.  I’ve  come  to  grant  you  a  wish  just  like  a  fairy.” 

“Can  it  be  any  kind  of  wish?”  said  Susie  to  the  star. 

“Of  course,”  said  the  star. 

So  Susie's  wish  was  that  the  star  would  come  every  time  when  she  would  be  alone. 

“Would  you  do  me  a  favour  and  call  me  Holly?”  asked  the  star. 

“Ooh,”  said  Susie,  “and  just  for  fun  you  call  me  Sue.” 

So  Sue  and  Holly  played  until  someone  or  something  knocked  at  the  door.  Sue  was  scared.  The  door  opened  and  guess  who  was 
at  the  door?  Daddy  and  Mommy!  Sue  rushed  to  her  mother,  hugged  her  and  said, 

“Mom,  Mom!  I  found  a  friend.  A  real  friend  at  last.  It  is  a  star,  a  star  from  the  sky!” 

“Susie,”  said  her  mother,  “are  you  sick?” 

“No  Mom,  I  am  not  sick  and  please  call  me  Sue.” 

“Where  is  that  star?”  asked  Sue's  mother. 

“Oh,  you  mean  Holly?  I  left  her  in  my  room.  Come  and  see  her.”  Sue  and  her  mother  went  into  her  room. 

“Holly,  Holly  are  you  here?”  said  Sue.  They  waited  for  a  moment.  There  was  no  answer.  Sue’s  mother  said, 

"Sue,  where  is  the  star?” 

“It  was  here.  She  was  here.” 

“Well,  it  probably  left,”  said  her  mother.  Sue’s  mother  went  to  the  kitchen.  Then  Sue  called, 

“Holly,  Holly  are  you  here?” 

“Yes,  but  I  am  not  in  your  room.  Bye  now,  and  I  promise  you  that  every  time  when  your  mother  and  father  go  out,  I  will  come 
back  here  to  play  with  you.” 

“Oh,  you  will?  Thank-you,  Holly.  Good-bye  and  don’t  forget  to  come.” 

Nadine  Grundberg,  Grade  Four 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 
Junior  First  Prize  Winner 


RASTUS 

“I  live  on  the  corner  of  Main  and  Crescent  streets.  I  have  lived  here  all  my  life  and  I  have  seen  many  happenings.  My  name  is 
Rastus.  I  am  very  old  now,  and  dusty,  for  I  do  not  act  any  more.  I  sit  on  a  shelf  and  survey  what  happens  in  the  store.  I  am  a 
puppet,  a  marionette  to  be  exact.  The  man  who  owns  the  store  is  Monsieur  Robert.  You  might  call  him  my  father  because  he  made 
me  out  of  the  finest  wood  he  could  find.  I  have  a  turned  up  nose,  lovely  glass  eyes,  and  rosy  cheeks.  From  my  seat  I  can  see  out  of 
the  big  glass  window  and  watch  the  people  go  by  on  the  street.  I  used  to  sit  on  the  window-sill  and  the  people  could  see  me  sitting 
there,  but  now  a  ballerina  and  clown  sit  there.  To  the  right  of  me  sits  a  big  grandfather  clock,  below  me  sits  a  big  fat  china  man 
and  to  my  left  is  the  sweetest  little  fairy  you  have  ever  seen. 

Ah,  here  comes  Monsieur  Robert  now.  He  will  be  taking  Clown,  King,  and  Dog  with  him  to  do  a  show  at  a  rich  little  boy's  home 
on  the  hill.  All  the  puppets  have  been  talking  about  it  for  weeks.  Monsieur  Robert  gave  Clown  an  extra  polish.  King  was  given  a 
new  robe  and  Dog  was  given  a  brush-over.  Oh!  The  excitement  of  it  all;  one  rides  in  an  old  shoe  box  to  the  home  of  the  audience. 
Then  the  stage  is  set  up  and  the  story  begins.  After  it  is  all  over  the  children  clap  and  clap.  It  is  lots  of  fun!  I  should  know  for  I 
have  been  there. 

I  remember  once  we  were  going  to  do  a  very  important  performance  in  the  Town  Square  and  the  cart  over-turned  on  the  muddy 
road.  I  never  did  get  the  full  details,  but  the  fairy  princess  said  she  heard  the  driver  say  that  a  man  on  a  horse  came  so  fast  that  he 
forced  us  into  the  ditch.  In  the  end  we  were  late  for  the  show  but  the  audience  enjoyed  us  very  much. 

It’s  funny,  you  know,  I  used  to  be  the  star  of  the  show.  Then,  for  some  reason,  I  could  not  make  the  people  laugh  so  M.  Robert 
put  me  away,  up  here  on  my  very  own  shelf.  Now  I  just  sit  and  watch.  How  I  wish  I  could  put  on  one  more  play  and  see  the  children 
laugh.  But  that  is  only  a  dream.” 


EPILOGUE 

Rastus’  dream  came  true  but  as  he  was  going  back  to  the  shop  a  dog  grabbed  the  old  shoe  box  and  carried  it  away.  Some  say  he 
was  taken  to  a  little  boy's  house  and  now  he  is  played  with  every  day.  Nobody  really  knows. 
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Elizabeth  Waterston,  Secondary  II 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 
Middle  School,  First  Prize  Winner 


THE  PRICE  OF  PEACE 


After  He  was  elected  to  be  the  new  leader  of  the  people,  the  man  who  was  called  “the  Prince”  outlined,  once  again,  his  proposed 
plans  for  making  their  land  a  better  place  to  live.  After  every  promise,  came  exalted  cries  of  approval  from  the  crowds,  and  the  Prince 
would  frequently  have  to  wait  several  minutes  until  He  could  be  heard  enough  above  the  crowd  to  continue  His  speech.  One  such  time 
was  when  He  announced  to  His  people  that  He  was  going  to  banish  war  from  the  land  and  that,  from  then  on,  the  only  law  existing  in  the 
land  would  be  to  maintain  the  peace  and  love  all  others  as  we  would  have  them  love  ourselves.  Another  of  His  popular  propositions  was 
to  expand  scientific  research  to  find  new  and  better  cures  for  all  diseases  so  that  one  day,  they  would  have  a  land  free  from  sickness.  All 
the  people  of  the  land  had  no  doubt  that  this  man  was  the  best  man  to  lead  their  country.  All  of  them,  that  is,  except  one. 

That  man’s  name  was  Judas.  Judas  was  a  very  outgoing  man,  who  stood  up  for  what  he  believed  in. 

Three  times  every  day,  Judas  would  stand  in  the  town  square  and  speak  against  the  Prince.  At  first,  he  was  ignored,  but  slowly, 
people  began  to  listen  to  what  he  had  to  say.  He  told  them  that  without  war  or  disease,  the  population  would  grow  and  grow,  until  the 
land  would  be  so  overpopulated  that  there  would  be  no  room  left  to  grow  crops  and  raise  animals  for  food.  Disease  might  spread,  but 
with  new  cures,  no  one  would  die  because  of  illness.  However,  starvation  would  set  in,  and  people  would  begin  to  die  ■  slowly  and 
painfully. 

The  Prince’s  men  were  walking  in  the  square  one  day  while  Judas  was  talking,  and  when  they  heard  what  he  was  saying,  they  quickly 
hurried  back  to  their  leader,  and,  although  He  asked  them  not  to,  they  returned  to  Judas  armed  with  swords,  guns,  and  spears. 

The  battle  that  followed  killed  many  of  the  followers  of  both  men,  but  the  Prince’s  army  was  stronger  than  the  other,  and  after  Judas 
was  killed,  his  remaining  followers  fled.  The  victors  returned  to  their  leader  to  tell  Him  of  their  success. 

All  they  found  when  they  returned  to  Him  was  this  note,  which  they  read  with  disbelief  and  shame: 

To  all  my  disciples  and  followers: 

Those  of  you  whom  I  thought  I  could  depend  on  have,  unknowingly,  turned  against  me  and  betrayed  me.  You  have  tried  to  eliminate 
war  by  making  war  instead  of  making  peace  with  those  you  should  love.  You  have  broken  the  one  and  only  law  that  I  asked  to  be  en¬ 
forced.  When  you  realize  how  precious  it  is,  the  price  of  peace  will  be  within  the  reach  of  everyone,  both  the  rich  and  the  poor  alike. 

I  have  left  you  and  will  return  only  when  you  have  learned  that  peace  cannot  be  made  by  destroying  those  who  do  not  believe  but  by 
making  them  believers. 

Farewell,  my  friends,  and  I  pray  that  God  will  bless  you  and  forgive  you  your  sins. 


The  Prince  of  Peace, 
J.C. 

Wendy  Alexander,  Secondary  IV 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 
Senior  First  Prize  Winner 


DREAMING 

Sometimes  when  I  have  nothing  to  do, 

I  just  sit  and  dream. 

I  dream  of  places  I’d  go  to, 

Like  Hawaii, or  it  may  seem 
I  would  go  to  my  little  hiding  place, 

Where  beautiful  flowers  grow, 

Where  shrubs  and  trees  take  up  the  space, 

A  place  no  one  else  could  know. 

No  buildings,  no  cars,  not  even  broken  glass, 
No  traffic,  no  schools; 

But  green,  velvety  grass, 

And  waterfalls,  puddles,  and  pools. 

My  hiding  place  is  very  delighting, 

No  one  is  there  but  me. 

No  crying,  no  dying,  no  fighting  - 
I’m  the  only  one  with  a  key. 

My  hiding  place  is  in  my  mind, 

And  I’m  the  only  one  there  you’ll  find. 

Tina  Sadek,  Grade  5 
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PUBLIC  SPEAKING  ■  A  USELESS  EXERCISE? 


“Danger -the  surgeon-general  has  determined  that  public  speaking  can  be  hazardous  to  your  health.” 

I  entered  the  auditorium  with  my  Lifesavers  and  lemonade,  prepared  for  the  long  night  that  was  ahead  of  me.  My  mother  had  put  on 
my  diapers  before  we  raced  to  the  car  to  ensure  us  front  row  seats. 

The  first  speaker  was  announced.  A  short,  fat  boy  stumbled  onto  the  stage.  “This  is  going  to  be  a  good  one,”  I  thought  to  myself.  The 
long,  monotonous  speech  began.  After  what  seemed  like  two  hours,  I  noticed  that  the  audience  was  falling  asleep  ..  I,  too,  felt  drowsy. 
My  eyelids  got  heavier  and  heavier  and  I  found  it  very  difficult  to  hold  up  my  head.  All  of  a  sudden,  with  a  burst  of  energy,  the  boy 
screamed  out,  “BE  AWARE,  Get  involved,  BE  IN  TUNE!”  At  this,  three  people  in  the  front  row  fell  off  their  seats,  the  old  man  in  the  back 
suffered  a  minor  heart  attack,  and  I  almost  choked  on  my  tropical  punch  flavoured  Lifesaver.  The  first  round  was  over  -  but  the  second 
one  was  about  to  begin.  The  second  speaker  was  announced.  This  speaker  chose  to  pace  back  and  forth  across  the  stage.  He  must  have 
covered  at  least  two  miles  within  the  first  three  minutes  of  his  speech.  The  audience  became  so  mesmerized  by  watching  him  pace  back 
and  forth  that  they  absorbed  nothing  (except  maybe  a  stiff  neck)  from  his  speech.  By  this  time,  my  father  had  started  snoring,  except  for 
short  intervals  caused  by  the  piercing  jolt  of  my  mother’s  elbow  at  his  side. 

The  third  speaker  was  a  tall  blond  woman  wearing  a  very  mini,  mini  skirt.  My  father  and  many  other  men  in  the  audience,  suddenly, 
became  very  interested,  but  I  couldn’t  understand  why,  for  she  spoke  so  fast  that  no-one  could  understand  a  word  she  was  saying. 

Before  the  fourth  speaker  mounted  the  stairs  to  the  stage,  I  heard  my  father  whisper,  “Now  just  pretend  the  audience  is  wearing 
Mickey  Mouse  ears,  you’ll  do  fine!”  All  through  his  speech,  he  would  burst  out  into  uncontrollable  fits  of  laughter,  and  nobody  knew 
what  he  was  laughing  about. 

By  now,  all  I  wanted  to  do  was  go  home.  I  pleaded  and  pleaded,  but  no-one  would  listen  to  me.  They  would  sit  and  listen  to  these 
monotonous  speeches  for  hours  and  hours.  But  they  wouldn’t  listen  to  me  say  five  simple  words:  “I  WANT  TO  GO  HOME!”  I  had  had  it 
with  these  public  speeches;  I  would  much  rather  go  home  and  read  a  book  or  listen  to  my  new  “Winnie  the  Pooh  hits  the  dance  floor” 
album.  Anything  but  this.  I  couldn’t  understand  why  people  would  go  on  and  on  about  absolutely  nothing.  What  were  they,  sadists?  Did 
they  like  to  make  their  audience  suffer?  It  was  quite  obvious  that  they  had  no  talent  for  public  speaking  at  all,  and,  therefore,  the 
audience  absorbed  and  understood  nothing.  I  promised  myself  I  would  never  fall  to  the  fate  of  public  speaking. 

-  “Mr.  Clark,  Mr.  Clark,”  a  voice  called  out. 

-  "Oh,  I’m  sorry  - 1  must  have  been  daydreaming,”  I  replied. 

-  “I  just  wanted  to  remind  you  that  you  have  to  speak  at  the  Conservative  rally  at  one.” 

-  “Thank  you,”  I  replied. 


Laurie  Stacey 
Secondary  V 

First  Prize:  Public  Speaking  Competition 


THE  1980’S  -  A  BRAVE  NEW  WORLD? 

Those  of  you  who  are  sharp-witted  will,  I’m  sure,  have  caught  the  typographical  error  in  today’s  Gazette.  By  some  accident,  the  date 
was  printed  incorrectly  -  not  February  6, 1990,  as  we  all  expected  as  we  came  down  for  breakfast  this  morning,  but  instead,  February  6, 
1980.  A  real  time  warp,  but  it  made  me  think  back  to  1980  and  the  80’s  as  a  whole.  It  was  a  pretty  good  decade,  wasn’t  it? 

The  Queen  left  the  throne  to  our  now  beloved  King  Charles  III,  science  discovered  the  cure  for  cancer,  and  the  Village  People,  along 
with  the  rest  of  disco,  finished  their  days  at  the  YMCA.  Elizabeth  Taylor  was  married  for  the  fifth  time  to  Richard  Burton,  and  Miss  Piggy 
and  the  rest  of  the  Muppets  roller  skated  into  reruns. 

The  1980’s  did  not  represent  that  “brave  new  world”  as  this  decade  was  heralded  at  the  end  of  1979.  Nothing  happened  that  was 
astutely  brazen  or  brave,  save  the  efforts  of  a  few  outstanding  citizens  who  left  their  marks  on  the  times.  And  as  for  new,  the  earth  felt 
older  than  ever  before  under  the  burden  of  a  few  more  million  people,  though  in  general,  the  trend  and  necessity  to  have  more  children 
declined  steadily. 

The  children  of  the  1980’s  looked  with  disdain  upon  the  outdated  “space  age”  toys  of  the  ’70’s.  Star  Wars  X-winged  Fighter  pilots 
gave  way  to  the  newly-revived  hula  hoop,  to  yo-yos,  and  other  toys,  simpler  in  nature  and  making  their  second  debut  before  the  world. 
These  children  grew  up  much  happier  and  more  secure  than  those  of  preceding  generations.  Their  parents,  who  had  been  raised  more 
freely,  felt  the  need  to  clamp  down  on  their  children  and  save  them  from  the  misery  of  drinking,  drugs,  and  other  social  pressures. 

If  the  1980’s  were  renowned  for  gaiety,  the  ’30’s  for  “swing”,  and  the  ’60’s  for  Flower  Children,  the  1980’s  were  ten  years  of  returning 
to  the  simpler  life  and  better  values.  Inflation  forced  people  of  the  Western  world  to  look  at  their  past,  though,  of  course,  science  kept 
us  modernized  and  progressive. 

Humanity,  in  general,  learned  a  very  valuable  lesson  through  experience,  and  it  was  only  in  the  1980’s  that  people  started  to  make 
some  concessions.  The  political  overtones  and  world  pressures  that  faced  us  at  the  beginning  of  1980  stretched  to  such  a  high  level  of 
tension  that  people  were  forced  to  look  realistically  at  how  powerful  was  the  collective  mankind  and  how  weak  the  individual.  We 
realized  just  how  close  world  politics  and  alliances  had  brought  us  to  our  own  destruction.  Mankind  became  a  much  more  revered  race 
on  this  planet  since  our  age  of  concessions. 

Well,  in  short,  those  were  the  1980’s.  An  age  of  some  change,  an  age  when  Gordie  Howe  and  his  sons  retired  from  hockey 
simultaneously,  and  an  age  when  Prime  Minister  Maureen  McTeer  was  proud  of  her  country,  Canada. 

And  now  we  look  forward  to  the  1990’s.  They  really  are  going  to  be  quite  a  challenge  for  us,  because  you  see,  in  the  next  ten  years,  we 
truly  do  face  “A  BRAVE  NEW  WORLD”. 
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Cynthia  Caron 
Secondary  V 

Second  Prize:  Study  and  Q.A.I.S.  Public  Speaking  Competition 


AN  INTERSECTION  AWAY 

When  I  was  little, 

My  small  hand  enclosed 
Protectively  in  his  meant 
The  world  was  all  right.  Cars 
Whipped  by  at  great  speed 
As  we  waited  to  cross  the 
Busy  intersection. 

When  I  was  a  little  bit 
Older,  cars  flew  by  quickly, 

Their  bright  colours  dazzling 
My  newly  opened  and  aware  eyes. 
We  stood  side  by  side, 

Waiting  forthe  light  to  change. 

Now  I  am  almost  grown  up. 

I  watch  the  cars  go  by 
Disinterestedly,  as  I  wait 
Alone  to  cross  the  road, 

My  destination,  the  future. 

He  is  no  longer  beside  me 
Except  in  spirit.  He  stands 
A  few  paces  back,  as  I  wait 
To  embark  alone  into  the 
Traffic. 

Cynthia  Caron,  Secondary  V 


All  the  children 
’Round  me  play 
The  sun  is  smiling 
On  this  fine  day. 

The  laughter  of  children 
Reaches  my  ears 
As  I’m  praying  to  God 
And  hoping  he  hears  ...  my  fears. 

Now  the  children  are  playing  tag 
And  running  about. 

How  I  wish  I  could  join  them, 

So  free  and  without  doubt! 

But  deep  down  I  know 
They  would  laugh  and  jeer, 

And  I  would  leave  them, 

Inwardly  shedding  a  tear. 

I  know  I  seem  very  quiet 

But  I  am  filled  with  woe 

For  it  was  I  who  played  with  those  children 

A  long,  long  time  ago. 

I  had  an  accident 
A  few  years  back  ... 

And  now  they  have  labelled  me 
“Handicapped.” 


Jennifer  May,  Secondary  II 


THE  BEAR  THAT  COULD  NOT  SLEEP 

One  day  a  big  brown  bear  went  for  a  stroll  in  front  of  his  den.  He  knew  it  was  his  last  walk  for  a  long  time,  because  he  could  sniff  the 
cold  in  the  air,  and  he  knew  winter  was  coming.  After  awhile  he  slowly  trotted  back  into  his  winter  bedroom,  ate  his  food,  and  started 
curling  up  for  his  winter  sleep.  His  eyes  got  so  sleepy  and  he  rocked  himself  until  he  was  asleep.  But  it  did  not  take  long,  and  the  bear 
felt  very  itchy.  He  woke  up  a  little,  and  scratched  himself,  then  he  went  back  to  sleep.  But  again,  the  itch  came  back.  He  scratched  a 
little  more,  and  fell  asleep.  After  a  few  moments,  the  same  thing  happened  all  over  again.  But  then  the  bear  realized  that  this  was  not 
really  an  itch,  but  that  something  else  was  tickling  him.  By  now,  he  had  woken  up  completely  and  he  was  really  angry  for  not  being  able 
to  go  to  sleep  for  the  winter.  There  was  the  tickle  again,  right  below  his  left  ear.  He  stretched  out  his  paw  to  find  out  who  was  bothering 
him,  and  he  held  a  tiny  field  mouse,  squeaking  quietly,  “Peep,  peep.” 

“So,  it’s  you  who  isn’t  leaving  me  in  peace.  Go  and  get  out  of  my  house,”  said  the  bear.  But  the  poor  little  mouse  was  so  frightened, 
you  could  see  her  heart  beating.  Then  she  said, 

“Could  I  stay  with  you  for  the  winter?  It’s  nice  and  warm  in  here,  and  I  am  all  alone.  I  promise  I  won’t  tickle  you  any  more.” 

“All  right,  then,”  said  the  bear,  “let’s  go  to  sleep  and  keep  your  promise.”  So  the  bear  and  the  mouse  curled  up  and  had  their  winter 
sleep  together. 


Arabella  Decker,  Grade  4 
First  Prize,  Junior  Literary  Competition 


We  came; 

Our  young  faces  shining, 

To  fulfill  our  childhood  dreams 
Of  work  and  play. 


We  stayed, 

Though  much  against  our  “better  judgment”; 
To  fulfill  our  teenage  dreams 
Of  work  and  fun. 


We  leave; 

Though  now  we  do  not  want  to; 
We’ll  fulfill  our  adult  dreams 
Of  work  and  love. 


We  tried 

To  prove  our  worth 
To  our  peers 

Through  our  imaginations. 
We  were 

A  group  of  playing,  laughing 
Close-knit  friends 
Held  together 
By  the  present. 

The  days  flew  by  to  weeks, 
The  weeks  to  months, 

And  it  was  sad  to  think 
That  those  days 
Would  soon  be  gone. 


We  tried 

To  prove  our  worth 
To  our  teachers. 

Through  our  accomplishments. 

We  are 

A  group  of  spirited,  hopeful 
Close-knit  friends 
Held  together 
By  the  future. 

The  months  flew  by  to  terms 
The  terms  to  years, 

And  we  are  sad  to  think 

That  we  too 

Will  soon  be  gone. 


We  will 

Then  prove  our  worth 
To  ourselves 
Through  our  mistakes. 

We  will  be 

A  group  of  laughing,  crying 
Close-knit  friends 
Held  together 
By  the  past. 

The  years  fly  by  too  fast 
To  be  a  lifetime. 

Yet  it  is  sad  to  wonder 
If  our  memories,  too, 

Will  soon  begone? 

Willa  Stevenson,  Secondary  V 
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WOMEN  IN  WHITE 


CAST,  Above:  B.  Garson,  (not  seen);  S.  Engels,  C.  Price,  T. 
Jebali,  C.  Eberts,  V.  Pepler,  W.  Stevenson,  M.  Barwick,  K. 
Goddard,  J.  McRobert,  K.  Yarosky.  NOT  SHOWN:  The  many 
people  who  worked  so  hard  back  stage  •  many  thanks! 


The  Study  School 
3233  The  Boulevard 
Westmount,  Quebec 
March  11,  1980 


Dear  Anne  Landers, 

I  am  eighteen  years  old  and  was  recently  employed  at  Cranford 
General  Hospital.  My  best  friend,  Celia  Gray,  and  I  started  four  or  five 
days  ago.  I  love  it  here,  and  the  people  are  very  nice.  Celia  isn’t  as  happy 
as  I  am  and  is  not  very  talkative  anymore. 

Just  a  day  ago,  we  received  some  frightening  news.  Two  of  the  nurses 
here,  Elaine  and  Molly,  had  supposedly  been  on  duty  when  one  of  the 
patients  died. 

Celia  and  I  chose  not  to  believe  the  rumour  that  Elaine  was  respon¬ 
sible  since  the  person  from  whom  we  got  the  information  is  an  unreliable 
old  gossip. 

However,  that  very  same  night,  Elaine  was  found  (by  me)  with  a  knife 
sticking  out  of  her  back.  I  was  in  a  state  of  shock  for  quite  some  time. 

Chaos  broke  out  in  the  nurses'  residence.  A  female  defective  came, 
and  I  was  asked  to  help  her. 

Finally,  she  solved  the  case,  but  by  that  time,  Molly  had  tried  to 
commit  suicide. 

Celia  was  the  murderess,  and  I  almost  lost  my  life  in  helping  the 
detective  solve  the  case. 

I  am  in  a  state  of  shock,  still,  because  of  these  many  incidents. 

Should  I  continue  my  nursing  at  this  hospital?  I  am  very  devoted  to 
nursing,  and  I  like  people  very  much.  However,  I  am  not  sure  if  I  should 
stay  here.  What  should  I  do? 


Yours  sincerely, 
Laurie  Henson 
(Written  by  Stacey  Engels,  Sec.  Ill) 


SPORTS  REPORT 


This  year’s  sports  season  was  a  great  success.  The  year  was  filled  with  various  sports  events,  ranging  from  House  games  to 
zone  championship  competitions.  The  wide  variety  of  sports  gave  many  students  a  chance  to  participate. 

Once  again,  the  Study  has  proven  that  good  things  come  in  small  packages.  We  may  not  have  quantity,  but  we  have  great 
quality. 

Sports  have  been  and,  hopefully,  always  will  be  an  important  part  of  Study  life.  Keep  up  the  team  spirit. 

Many  thanks  to  the  sports  department  and  the  players  for  making  it  such  a  great  season.  We  extend  a  special  thanks  to  all  the 
parents  who  gave  of  their  time  to  transport  and  support  our  various  competitors. 

Good  luck  to  next  year’s  sports  captains  and  competitors. 


SOCCER 


Bethany 


BACK  ROW:  P.  Gregory,  J.  McDonald,  J.  Tetrault, 
S,  Beech,  E.  Ballantyne,  F.  Wright,  Manager. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  0.  Eberts,  M.  Dingle,  W. 
Stevenson,  C.  Hyde,  L.  Mackenzie. 

FRONT  ROW:  W.  Alexander,  L.  Stacey,  H.  Avrith. 


Thanks  to  the  “mommies”,  Mrs. 
Balfour,  Mrs,  Wright,  and  Mr.  Wright, 
our  partime  coach  and  referee.  Even 
though  we  didn’t  win  any  games,  we 
had  a  great  time.  What  we  lacked  in 
skill,  we  made  up  for  in  spirit. 
Remember:  ...  One  lemonade 
fourteen  straws  ...  embarrassing  Mrs. 
Balfour  on  the  bus  ...  Going  into  the 
boys’  locker  room  ...  Psyching  out  the 
other  team  by  TRYING  to  look 
organized  ... 


VOLLEYBALL 


BACK  ROW: 

W.  Stevenson,  Manager 
S.  Oliver 
Bethany  Harper 
J.  McDonald 
FRONT  ROW: 

L.  Mackenzie 
Betsy  Harper 

C.  Turner 
SUBSTITUTES: 

D,  Panet*Raymond 
L.  Rudberg 

J.  Tetrault 


JUVENILE 

S  -  T  •  U  ■  D  -  Y  Go 
Study  ...  Thanks  to  a  lot 
of  team  spirit  (and  a 
good  coach),  the 
volleyball  team  had  a 
great  season.  Everyone 
gave  her  best,  and  the 
results  were  rewarding. 
Mrs.  Wright’s  nerves 
may  never  be  the  same 
(and  her  gum  supply 
diminished  incredibly), 
but  we  all  had  an  ex¬ 
citing  season. 

Many  thanks  to  the 
drivers,  and  good  luck 
to  next  year’s  team. 


BANTAM 

BACK  ROW:  I.  Tamigian,  E,  Waterston,  M.  Schweitzer, 
MIDDLE  ROW:  M.  Scott,  A,  Dingle,  M.  Waxman. 

FRONT  ROW:  C.  Ross. 


The  Bantam  volleyball  team  did  quite  well  this  year.  The  hard  work  and  effort  put 
into  our  weekly  practices  by  the  whole  team  brought  us  satisfying  results. 
Although  our  coach,  Debbie  Hadok,  was  absent  for  one  tournament,  we  were  able 
to  get  to  the  quarter  finals  of  the  G.M.A.A.  Tournament.  We  would  like  to  thank 
Debbie  for  spending  her  time  coaching  us,  as  well  as  the  mothers  who  helped  drive 
the  team  to  the  tournaments. 


BASKETBALL 


JUVENILE 

BACK  ROW: 

E.  Cheesborough 
D.  Panet-Raymond 
C.  Lach 
W.  Stevenson 
J.  McDonald 
C.  Turner 
C.  Caron,  Timer 
FRONT  ROW: 

C.  Hyde 
L.  Mackenzie 
B.  Harper 
S.  Oliver 
Bethany  Harper 
S.  Beech 
J.  Tetrault 
L.  Stacey 


...  3:00  p.m.  -  Let’s  go  basketball  team  ...  The  mothers  wait  patiently  as  the  team  changes  into  its 
uniforms.  Finally,  we  arrive  at  the  school  (after  deciphering  the  directions).  “What  school  are  you  from? 
The  Study?!”  ...  3:45  p.m.  -  The  first  quarter  begins,  the  team  is  hyped.  “We  can  do  it,  you  guys!”  The 
time  goes  on.  Half  time  -  Oranges!  ...  The  score  is  close.  The  third  quarter’s  almost  over  ...  The  fight 
continues  ...  7  seconds  left  ...  A  free  shot!  Just  one  more  basket  ...  Bzzz  ... 

It  was  a  great  year,  keep  it  up,  and  good  luck  next  year. 


This  year  was  our  first  year  of  competitive  basketball.  It  was  a  good  experience  and  lots  of  fun.  There 
was  a  tournament  held  at  the  Study  against  schools  from  Toronto.  We  billeted  girls,  and  it  was  an  in¬ 
teresting  week-end. 

Even  though  we  only  played  six  games,  we  all  had  an  enjoyable  season. 


BANTAM 


BACK  ROW: 
E.  Waterston 
H.  Rapkin 
A.  Dingle 
K.  Creighton 
H.  Trott 
FRONT  ROW: 
M.  Schweitzer 
C.  Ross 
C.  Carique 
S.  Miller 
M.  Scott 
M.  Waxman 
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BADMINTON 


OPEN 


BACK  ROW: 

S.  Oliver 
E.  Cheesbrough 
C.  Freeme  de  Wallens 
MIDDLE  ROW: 

C.  Caron 
M.  Barwick 
FRONT  ROW: 

K.  Goddard 
B.  Harper 


The  three  badminton  teams  tried  hard  this  year  and  put  up  a  good  fight.  The  juvenile  team  pulled  its  way  up  to  the  finals  and 
came  out  of  them  in  fourth  place.  The  Bantams  did  a  terrific  job.  Not  only  did  they  enter  the  finals,  but  they  brought  home  the  first 
place  trophy!  Unfortunately,  the  midgets  had  a  rough  year,  but  hopefully,  they  will  be  better  next  year.  Best  of  luck  to  you  all  and 
many  thanks  to  the  teachers  and  parents  that  supported  us. 


BACK  ROW:  C.  Lach,  C.  Bushell,  K.  Anderson. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  J.  McCuaig,  B.  Garson,  C.  Blundell. 
FRONT  ROW:  W.  Harper,  M.  Smith. 


BACK  ROW:  A.  Dingle,  H.  Trott,  C.  Sambrook. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  M.  Scott,  C.  Carrique,  C.  Ross. 
FRONT  ROW:  E.  Cheesbrough. 


TENNIS 


■BMfl 
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BACK  ROW:  M.  Dingle,  M.  Scott. 

FRONT  ROW:  C.  Eberts,  B.  Harper. 
ABSENT:  S.  Oliver,  J.  Tetrault,  M.  Waxman. 


The  Study’s  tennis  season  began 
very  well  last  fall,  when  we  participated 
in  an  inter-private  school  tennis 
tournament.  Our  senior  doubles  team 
(Cinny  Eberts  and  Martha  Dingle) 
emerged  victorious. 

In  the  spring,  there  was  a  big  turnout 
for  the  tennis  team  that  went  to  the 
G.M.A.A.A.  tournament.  Here  again,  the 
Study  did  very  well.  Mamie  Waxman 
went  to  the  semi-finals  (singles),  and 
Cinny  Eberts  and  Martha  Dingle  made 
it  to  the  finals. 

Many  thanks  to  Mrs.  Balfour  for  all 
her  support. 
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CROSS-COUNTRY 

RUNNING 


We  had  a  good  weason  this  year;  the  day  of  the  running  meet  was 
sunny  and  cold.  Seven  runners  participated  in  the  meet.  We  an¬ 
ticipate  more  participation  next  year,  as  running  is  becoming  an 
increasingly  popular  sport.  Many  thanks  to  Mrs.  Ballard,  Mrs.  Fekete, 
Mrs.  Jasmin,  and  Mrs.  Balfour  for  their  support  and  help  in  tran¬ 
sportation. 

Good  luck  to  future  runners! 


BACK  ROW:  H.  Trott,  E.  Ballantyne,  H.  Fraser. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  A.  Ballard,  D.  Schatia,  A.  McKay. 
FRONT  ROW:  C.  Hyde. 


GYMNASTICS 


Our  novice  team  did  exceptionally  well  this  year,  placing  first  in 
both  the  first  and  second  competitions.  These  results  led  us  to 
the  team  finals  where  we  placed  third. 

Our  intermediate  team  consisted  of  only  one  member  this  year, 
but  should  expand  next  year  as  the  novices  move  up  to  this 
category. 

Many  thanks  to  Mrs.  Bushell,  Mrs.  Blundell,  and  Mrs.  Balfour 
who  supported  us  and  gave  up  much  of  their  valuable  time.  Great 
going,  gymnasts! 
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BACK  ROW:  A.  McKay,  C.  Ross,  E.  Ballantyne,  W.  Alexander. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  J.  May,  C.  Blundell,  L.  Paris,  P.  Hradil. 

FRONT  ROW:  J.  Bushell,  C.  Carrique,  F.  Wright. 


SWIMMING 


BACK  ROW:  B.  Harper,  M. 
Dingle,  C.  Caron,  E. 
Cheesbrough,  B.  Harper,  C. 
Turner. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  J.  McCuaig, 
B.  Garson,  D.  Panet- 
Raymond,  H.  Fraser,  W. 
Harper. 

FRONT  ROW:  A.  Ballard,  C. 
Fekete,  L.  Hodes,  J.  May. 


The  swimming  team  has  had  a  good  season  this  year.  Both  the  Juvenile  and  the  Midget  teams  came  in 
second  all  around  in  the  G.M.A.A.  Swimming  Championships,  out  of  nine  competing  schools. 

We  all  had  a  great  time  this  year.  Good  luck  to  next  year’s  swimming  team! 


AWARDS 


SIXTH  FORM  PRIZES 

Head  Girl  -  Carol  Turner 

Sub-Head  Girl  -  Janet  McDonald 

Vale  Prize  -  Claudia  Lach 

Academic  Promise  -  Jennifer  McRobert 

Outstanding  Contribution  to  School  Life  -  Jane  Whittall 

DRAMA  PRIZE  -  Katherine  Goddard 

HOUSE  AWARDS 

Athletic  Cup  -  Mu  Gamma 
Swimming  Cup  -  Mu  Gamma 
House  Point  Cup  -  Delta  Beta 

SCHOOL  PRIZES 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition: 

SENIOR  First  -  Wendy  Alexander 

Second  -  Janet  McDonald,  Caroline  Ross 
MIDDLE  First  -  Elizabeth  Waterston 

Second  -  Mary  Hallward,  Louise  Heenan 
JUNIOR  First  -  Nadine  Grunberg 
Second  -  Tina  Sadek 

Whitley  Award: 

SENIOR  First  -  Linda  Rudberg 

Second  -  Bethany  Harper 
MIDDLE  First  -  Nalini  Johnson 

Second  -  Jane  Eisenhauer 
JUNIOR  First  -  Virginia  Schweitzer 

Hon.  Mention  -  Yvonne  Sieweke 

Verse  Speaking: 

SENIOR  First  -  Cynthia  Caron 

Second  -  Pamela  Gregory 
MIDDLE  First  -  Jill  McCuaig 

Second  -  Karen  Yarosky 
Hon.  Mention  -  Cynthia  Bushell 
JUNIOR  First  -  Paulana  Layman 
Second  -  Wendy  Chiu 

Public  Speaking: 

SENIOR  First  -  Laurie  Stacey 

Second  -  Cynthia  Caron 

Hon.  Mention  -  Wendy  Alexander 

Extra-Mural  Public  Speaking: 

SENIOR  Cynthia  Caron  (placed  2nd) 

SECONDARY  III  -  Jill  McCuaig  (hon.  mention) 

MIDDLE  -  Blyth  Taylor  (placed  1st) 

-  Mary  Hallward  (hon.  mention) 


S.O.G.A. 


BIRTHS 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Edward  Stead  (Virginia  Morse),  a  son 
To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alexander  Baptist  (Lyn  Price),  a  daughter 
To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ian  McMartin  (Judy  Fisher),  a  son 
To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ernest  Dempsey  (Diana  Common),  a  daughter 
To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Michael  Wybar  (Barbara  Birks),  a  daughter 
To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hunter  Brumell  (Janet  Holden),  a  son 
To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Richard  Shannon  (Diana  Horwood),  a  son 
To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hubert  Czerwinski  (Christy  French),  a  daughter 


MARRIAGES 

Maggie  Willis  O’Connor  to  Mr.  Steven  Sutrov 

Jaqueline  Burfoot  to  Mr.  Charles  Duncan  Seaborne  Harvie 

Elizabeth  Slaughter  to  Mr.  James  Andrew  Wyant 

Gail  (Murphy)  Pomerantz  to  Mr.  Thomas  Garland  Thompson 


DEATHS 

Andrea  Stewart,  class  of  ’63 

Mrs.  Conklin  (Ann  Armstrong),  class  of  ’30 

Daphne  Eberts  (Louson),  last  year  ’52 


In  Memoriam 

Mme  Perera,  to  whom  the  Study  Trillium  1979  was  dedicated,  came  to  the  Study  in  1964  as  a 
French  teacher.  She  devoted  herself  to  the  school  for  fourteen  years  and  was  admired, 
respected,  and  loved  by  the  students  and  staff. 

Unfortunately  for  the  Study,  and  all  others  who  were  close  to  her,  she  died  on  June  26,  1979, 
just  over  a  year  after  retiring  from  her  work  at  school. 

She  touched  the  lives  of  many  and  will  be  fondly  remembered. 


Happy  Twentieth ! 


In  order  to  commemorate  the  twentieth  anniversary  of  the  Study’s  move 
to  its  present  site,  on  Thursday,  April  15,  the  Study  gym  was  transformed 
into  a  mini-museum  displaying  past  Study  girls  involved  in  various  ac¬ 
tivities:  pipers  in  music  class,  dancers  in  gym  class,  ski  teams.  The  Study 
Old  Girls  had  a  wonderful  time  picking  out  familiar  faces,  trying  to 
remember  names,  and  reminiscing  about  their  days  at  the  school. 

The  slide  show  of  the  move  from  the  Seaforth  building  to  Braeside 
brought  laughter  to  those  who  remembered  all  the  crazy  complications 
(hoping  the  finish  on  the  gym  floor  would  be  dry  for  morning  assembly,  or 
members  of  the  board  being  forced  by  circumstances  to  move  the  lockers 
themselves.  The  last  of  these 
lockers  were  replaced  this  year). 

All  in  all,  it  was  an  enjoyable  trip 
down  memory  lane  for  everyone. 


Ho  war  th  s 

Specializing  in  School  Outfits 


•  Haberdashers 

•  Custom  Tailors 

•  Made  to  Measure  Clothing 

•  Custom  Shirts 


Howarth  § 


1444  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 
Montreal,  P.Q. 

H3G  1R3 


TELEPHONE:  861  9242 


Compliments  of 


BIRKS 


JEWELLERS 


CONCORDIA 

UNIVERSITY 


Some  of  the  benefits  of  an  education  cannot  be 
measured  in  immediate  terms.  This  is  because  an 
education  should  do  more  than  merely  teach  you  about 
things.  It  should  also  help  you  to  understand  both 
yourself  and  the  world  in  which  you  live. 


We  hope  that  your  High  School  experiences  have 
prepared  you  to  deal  with  the 
challenges  ahead. 


Best  Wishes  to  the  1980  Graduates 


Loyola  Campus 
7141  Sherbrooke  W. 


Sir  George  Williams  Campus 
1455  de  Maisonneuve  Blvd.  W. 


Montreal 


a  tous  les  gradues 
de  1980 

* 

CHAUSSURES  YELLOW  LTEE 
CHAUSSURES  CITE  INC. 
SALON  SIX  SOULIERS  INC. 
J.E.  FOURNIER  LTEE 


congrawato 


To  the  Class  of  80 


tour  Photographers 

posens 


w  5herhroote  Street Uest 

4844,211 


S^st  of  Cucl(  to  tfyfL  ctass  *80 

ftor^ 


J.N. Harper  co.ltd. 
437  MAYOR  ST. 
Montreal  .que.,  H3A 


With  the  Compliments  and  Best  Wishes  of 


CONSOLIDATED 

BATHURST 
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NOSTALGIA  OF  THE  70  S 


Another  decade  has  come  and  gone,  and  nothing  can  survive  ten  long  years  without  change,  the  Study  is  not  exempt. 

In  the  last  ten  years  (the  second  decade  in  which  the  school  has  been  at  its  present  location),  the  Study  has  had  a  few  face  lifts 
and  new  adornments  •  a  major  one  being  an  added  section  to  the  gymnasium.  This  section  includes  a  storage  room  for  gym 
equipment,  a  well-used  infirmary,  and  a  new  locker  room  for  the  lower  School  (leaving  the  old  one  for  the  Sixth  Form).  The  general 
appearance  of  the  school  property  has  been  improved  with  a  new  hedge  and  lawn.  Also,  a  beautiful  peacock  sculpture  was  donated 
to  the  school,  and  we  are  now  the  proud  owners  of  a  Study  school  sign. 

Through  the  years,  the  students  have  been  repeatedly  treated  to  new  desks,  painted  classrooms,  and  new  curtains,  but  during 
the  70’s,  the  teachers  finally  got  their  turn  and  were  treated  to  a  newly  renovated  staff  room,  which  takes  up  half  of  the  second 
floor.  Room  4  (the  French  Room)  was  also  renovated,  with  new  carpeting  being  laid  down  and  bookshelves  being  installed  to  ac¬ 
commodate  the  growing  library. 

Apart  from  such  physical  changes,  the  “minds”  of  The  Study  have  changed.  The  past  decade  has  seen  the  arrival  of  many  new 
staff  members.  First  of  all,  Mrs.  Scott  became  our  headmistress  ten  years  ago,  in  1970.  The  last  ten  years  have  also  seen  the  arrival 
of  Mrs.  McCallum  (music),  Mme  Glorieux  and  Mme.  Jasmin  (French),  Mrs.  Baugniet  (Latin),  Frau  Bottenberg  (German),  Mr.  Flamilton 
(history),  Ms.  Biggs  (English),  Miss  Girard  (math),  Mrs.  Vivian  (Librarian  and  Middle  School  history),  Mrs.  Balfour  (P.E.),  Mrs.  Brown 
(biology),  Mr.  Tomczyk  (art),  Miss  Pappius  (Kindergarten),  Mrs.  Johnston  (Grade  One),  Mrs.  Ewing  (geography),  and  Mrs.  Mackett 
(Lower  School  “mother”).  Last,  but  certainly  not  least,  we  must  mention  the  lady  who  rings  the  bells  and  holds  the  school  together 
in  times  of  crisis,  Miss  Rees.  We  have  also  welcomed  Mr.  Trenholm,  who  has  helped  the  school  (and  especially  the  Sixth  Form) 
with  its  business  and  financial  problems,  and  Miss  Goode,  Sec  ret  ary -Treasurer  to  the  Board  of  Governors. 

The  70’s  also  brought  new  learning  opportunities  to  the  school  in  the  form  of  lunch-time  activities  -  the  debate  club  members 
learn  about  parliamentary  procedures,  the  creative  dramatists  explore  the  hidden  aspects  of  their  characters,  the  ecologues  learn 
about  nature  and  the  environment,  and  the  glee  club  has  a  great  time  singing  rousing  "boogie”  tunes.  There  are  also  various 
Middle  School  activities,  such  as  cooking,  handicrafts,  and  pottery.  Who  ever  said  learning  wasn’t  fun? 

The  70’s  have  also  added  several  student  publications  to  the  list  of  extracurricular  activities  enjoyed  by  the  students,  such  as  the 
literary  supplement,  “Accomplishments”,  which  the  grade  eights  put  out.  On  top  of  this,  the  grade  tens  now  write  and  print  a 
newspaper.  In  doing  this,  they  team  about  some  of  the  organization,  cooperation,  and  responsibility  needed  in  the  Sixth  Form. 

Some  Study  traditions  have  also  changed.  The  prayer  service,  which  was  once  held  every  morning  except  Thursday  (House 
meetings  morning),  is  now  held  only  on  Wednesday  mornings.  The  tradition  of  “all  girls”  has  finally  been  broken,  and  there  are  now 
boys  in  Kindergarten,  Grade  1,  and  Grade  2.  The  staff  has  also  gone  co-ed  with  two  daring  male  additions.  Another  new  tradition 
that  has  come  to  The  Study  is  that  of  having  a  grad  dance  (the  first  one  was  held  ’73  at  the  Racquets  Club). 

A  tuck  shop  was  started  in  1979  in  order  to  raise  money  for  this  year’s  grad  dance.  This  tuck  shop  sells  mostly  health  food 
products  to  the  ever-hungry  student  population. 

The  Study’s  sports  department  has  also  expanded  greatly  during  the  70’s.  Now,  along  with  the  traditional  basketball  and 
volleyball  teams,  there  are  soccer,  gymnastics,  swimming,  tennis,  badminton,  and  cross-country  running  teams. 


Ten  years  is  a  long  time,  and  the  Study  has  undergone  many  changes  in  those  years  -  positive  changes  which  have  made  our 
school  a  more  interesting  and  agreeable  learning  environment.  Let’s  hope  the  80’s  make  it  even  better! 


72 


' 


C  Otvl  C*  l 


